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EDINBURGH: 
PBTNTED MY T. CONSTABI.E, I, 1:HI8TLK STRKRT. 






PREFACE. 



I AM aware of the difficulty of translating Faust, and 
although I have spared no pains in endeavouring — by a 
careful study of the original, with all the aids to which 
I could have access, and by keeping Shelley's fine frag- 
ments constantly before me — to reach the precise point of 
view from which I might see that great work in the light 
ip which its author intended it to appear, I now feel unable 
to ascertain whether I have succeeded in that preliminary 
object. 

The opening dialogue is strange and startling, but its 
omission, in one instance, having been considered '^ all 
but fatal to the understanding of the drama that ensues," * 
I retain it. The idea is not bolder than that of RafFaelle's 
fresco, on the ceiling of the loggia of the Vatican — God 

* Quarterly Review, vol. xxxiv. p. 138. 
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IV PREFACE. 

dividing light and darkness — and in both cases the effect 
depends mucli on the disposition of the spectator's mind. 

The Theatrical Prologue, the Intermezzo, and a few 
w^ords and lines at different places are left out ; while, for 
a very few expressions, chiefly in the lyric passages, there 
may be no authority in the strict letter of the text. On 
the whole, however, I venture to hope that I have taken 
no greater latitude in these respects than will be thought 
allowable in this kind of composition. 

At the same time, of the two modes of translating, I 
certainly prefer that '^ which," in the words of Goethe, 
" requires that the author of a foreign nation be brought 
to us in such a manner that we may regard him as our 
own,"-*— to that other — " which, on the contrary, demands 
of us that we transport ourselves over to him, and adopt 
his situation, his mode of speaking, his peculiarities."* 



• Char^teristics of Goethe, from the German of Falk, Von 
MUller, &c. by Sarah Austin, vol. ii. p. 215. 
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Round me, aSrial forms? je come agfun. 
Once, in the mornings of mj life, through tears 
Appearing brighter. Shall I now detain. 
Now hold you fast, as in those vanished jears 
I gladly would have done ? still to that vain 
Delusion do I cling ? the darkness clears. 
Ye come I ye are triumphant ! I am young 
I»the soft breathings round your footsteps flung. 

Ye bring with you the thoughts of happier times, 
liany dear shadows at your bidding start. 
Like an old tale, or &r off village chimes. 
First love and friendship come to me, my heart 
Begins to bleed again, and these dark rhymes 
Are but the voice of its rewakened smart ; 
I see the good and beautiful that played 
Bound me as if they would not change or &de. 

They cannot hear this song, — they whom I tried 
To sing to first, those firiendly hearts are gone ; 
The loud and cheerful voices have all died, 
At the old echo, — and this cry of one, 
The sole survivor, falls upon a wide. 
Wide world, in Which he feels himself alone ; 
Its praise is worthless, all who would hare read 
Because they loved me, are dispersed or dead. 
3 



vGooqIc 



INTRODUCTORY STANZAS. 

Some long unwonted yearnings for the still 

And quiet land of spirits strongly seize 

My inmost soul. My descant seems to thrill. 

Like an .^Solian harp's tone on the breeze ; 

Tears follow tears, and as their currents fill 

Their fount, my heart grows softer by degrees ; 

Life's cold realities look distant while 

The lost, the loved, come nearer me and smile. 
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PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN. 



THE LORDy— THE HEAVENLY HOSTS,— aptkrwardk 
MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The three Arc^ngeU come forward. 
iUPHAEL. 

The sun^ along the void of space^ 

Is sounding with his hrother spheres. 
And rolls on his predestined race 

At thunder speed: his aspect cheers 
The angels, though none und^*stand 

What his mysterious music says. 
• The works of the Creator's hand 

Are fresh as in creation's days. 

^ OABBIBL. 

And fast, h^|rond conception fast. 

Yon fedr Earth on its axis :flies. 
Now in night's dreadful shadows cast. 

Now shining hright as paradise. 
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PBOLOOUB IN HBAVBN. 

4 

Against the rocks the broad waves strike. 
High foaming from their depths profound. 

And rocks and restless waves alike 
Sweep on in ever rapid round. 

inCHAEL. 

And tempests in contention strain 

From sea to land, from land to sea. 
And in their fury weave a chain 

Of deep works through eternity. 
A fierce, far desolating fire 

Before the thunder takes its flight. 
But all thy angels. Lord, admire 

The gentle changes of thy light. 

THB THRSB. 

The ai^ls may not understand. 
But gain new v^our as they gaze r 

The works of thy creating hand 
Are firedi as in creation's days* 

MBPHI8T0PHBLE9. 

As thou, Lord, again hast condescended 
To ask how we are getting on, and as 
On past occasions I have been allowed 
To offer my respects, you see me here 
Among the throng at present. I, however. 
Must b^ your pardon that I cannot speak 
So grandly as ikeee other gentlemen. 
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Let the whole circle hold me in contempt ; 
My pathos would he sure to make you laugh, 
Had not your laughing days heen long since over. 
Of suns and systems I have nought to say, 
I only see how men torment themselves. 
The little earth-god is of the same stamp^ 
And quite as wonderful as at the time 
Of his creation. But, between ourselves. 
He would live rather better if he were 
Without that feeble spark of l%ht from heaven 
Which he calls reason, and by its assistance 
Contrives to be more beastly than the beasts. 
He puts me still in mind, if I may say so, 
Saving your Grace's reverence, of one 
Of those same long-legged grasshoppers that bound. 
Flying, and leaping as they fly, and singing 
Their old song in the grass. If he would but 
Be satisfied with grass, and not keep burying 
His nose in every dunghill ! 

THE LORD. 

Have you no more to say? do you come here 
For ever with complaints? for ever carping 
At one thing or another upon earth? 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Oh no ! it is as bad as I could wish. 

Men move my pity in their days of suffering. 

Poor creatures! even I feel loth to plague them. 
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THS LOBI>. 

Do you know Faust ? 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

The Doctor? 

THE LOBD. 

Yes, my servant. 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

He serves you strangely ! the fool's meat and drink 

Are not terrestrial: he has aspirations, 

He is half sensible of being crazy ; 

He wants heaven'sbrightest stars for playthings,— *wants 

The highest joys of earth: — the far, the near. 

Soothes not the agitation of his heart. 



THE LORD. 

Though serving now in darkness, I will soon. 
If he be faithful to the end, upraise. 
And set him in clear light. The^rdener, 
When his trees bud^ knpws that the coming year 
Will be adorned with blossoms and with fruits. 



MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

What will you wager, — (you are sure to lose) 
That, if you give me leave, I shall conduct him 
Down my path very easily? 



-^.. 
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THE LORD. , 

So long 
As he is an inhabitant of earth 
It may not be forbidden you to try^ 
For man is liable to err until 
The days of his probation reach their end. 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

I humbly thank you. I have little taste 
For your dead bodies. No comparison 
Between the full fresh cheeks of life^ and them : 
I always am denied when corses call ; 
I love to play a little with my mice. 

THE LORD. 

Enough ! ik is permitted thee ! seduce 

His spirit from its source^ and make it flow 

In your own evil channels^ if you can. 

But stand abashed^ when^ by your failure taught^ 

How, even in their darkest hours, the good 

Are of the right direction well aware. 

HEPHISTOPHELES. 

It shall be soon decided ! I am not 
Uneasy for my bet, and if I win 
You must fdlow me to exult. This man 
Shall eat dust with a relish, like my old 
And celebrated friend the serpent. 
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17. 



THE LORD. 

Go! 
And when you please return. I do not hate 
People of your description; for of all 
The spirits that fell^ I ever had the least 
Objection to the frank and open scoffers : 
Human activity is apt to sleeps 
For man loves unconditional repose ; 
Wherefore I give him, that he may be stirred, 
And kept alive, the Devil for a comrade. 
To bellow in his ear, ^ work ! Work !' — But ye. 
Children of Heaven ! enjoy an undisturbed. 
Eternal beauty. He who says ^ I am,' 
Who lives and operates from age to age. 
Clasps you within the limits of his love ! 
And all that hovers in uncertainty 
Makes manifest to your profounder thought. 



(Heaven dotes, the Arcka/kgeU disperse.) 
MBPHISTOPHELBS, olonc^ 

From time to time to time I see the Ancient One, 
And take care not to break with him. It is 
Good-natured of so great a personage 
To speak so kindly to the Devil himself. 
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FAUST. 



NIGHT, 

In a highrvauUed, narrow, Ckithic room ; Fautt at his desk, 
toith an unqmei air, 

FAUST. 
With burning zeal I have gone through 
The mazes of philosophy^ 
Of legal lore^ .and medicine^ 
And, woe is me,— theology. 
And here I am, poor simple fool^ 
As wise as ere I read by rule ; 
They call me Master, Doctor,— so 
Cross-ways, and crooked, to and fro. 
My scholars by the nose I lead 
These ten years, though I see indeed 
That we know nothing. Day by day 
This cruel thought comes back to prey 
Like fire upon my heart; and yet 
I am superior to the cre# 
Of doctors, priests, and lawyers, who 
With such importance round me fret. 
All superstitions I detest; 
No fears of hell disturb my rest: 
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But^ for that reason^ I have less 
And less to do with happiness. 
I see t he false, hnt not the true . 
And lose the hlessed 6ope that threw 
Enchantment round my youth,— ^ raise 
Man's nature on a higher hase. 
Then I have nothing which they hold 
In honour here^— rank> power, gold. 
A dog would such a life disdain. 
I loathe it, and to ascertain 
If, in the spirit's wider hound. 
The secrets are not to he found; 
And once for all to wipe away 
The sweat that starts when I essay 
To speak, and cannot; and at last 
To see what holds creation fast. 
Each springing seed, each circling wheel. 
And in Tain words no longer deal. 
To magic I remrt! 



i 



Thou soft 
And silent moon ! I wish thy light. 
Which I have gazed upon so oft 
From this old desk at dead of night. 
Were shining this time for the last 
Upon my misery. Sad friend! 
Whose silirfr rays so calmly rest 
Upon my £ooks, might I ascend 
The mountain summits far away. 
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A TBAGEDY. Id 

To wander in thy light, or round 
The shadowy gulfs, and caves profound^ 
Or o'er the fields with Spirits swim. 
Above the limits of these dim 
^ Distracting vapours, and renew 
My strength in thy refreshing dew I 

' Alas ! must I for ever dwell 
In diis detested, murky cell> 
Where, through the many-coloured glass) 
Day's joyous light must sadly pass. 
Diminished by that dusty heap 
Of worm-eat books, and slowly creep 
Along the smoke-soiled paper which 
Envelopes all the vaulted niche. 
With bottles, boxes, bones, — ^a pile 
Of instruments, and all the vile 
Old household stuff, on which moths feed ; 
This is a world! — a world indeed! 

And dost thou wonder that thy heart ' '. 
Beats hard in its too nam>w breast*.? . T 
That by a vague and sdppt smart |i:? it 
Thy soul is deadened ^ai%opprest,%jj»^ ' 
When, shunning all the love an4 liro 
With which this beauteous worW is rife, 
Thou sittest here surrounded by\,^_ * 
These fragments of mortality? .. ^' 

Away J into the open air,— VfjH 
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This mystic tomfe will guide thee there. 
By Nostpodamus penned:— in vain 
Its sacred diftracters repeat 
Their meanings to thy withered brain 
In this obscnre and dnll retreat 
3 / The planets in their paths go trace; 

ft* I Go sp eak with Nature fece to face;^ 

As spirit breathes to spirit, she 
Will fill thy soul, and whisper thee 
Her finest secrets. Now I feel 
The wind of your light pinions near. 
As round and round my head ye wheel, — 
Ye spirits, answer if ye hear f 

CHe opens the book, and contemplates the su/n 
o/the macrocosm. J 

Ha! through my frame what transports flow, * 

And how I feel mjrself renewed; 

My nerves and veins ore in a glow* 

Of most supreme beatitude. 

Was it a God these signs who traced. 

That thus have hushed the storm within. 

Rebuked the rising thoughts of sin. 

Filled my poor heart with J€iy, and placed. 

As by a potent charm, the might 

And means of Nature full in my undazzled sight? 

Am I a God t — all seems so clear / 

As on these characters I gaze. 

And Nature working in her maze,. 
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Tlirough erery cirde of the sphere. 

I now interpret whitt the sage 

Has stamped •«d ^m transcendent page :-^ 

The i^int-iyoiJd is <^n^ but 
Your heart is desid, your sense is sbnt: 
leanii^ up I make ha«te to lave 

our eaxthlj breast m XEtom's red wave!'* 

(He eontemphites tha sign.) 



1 You 

\up! 
Vou 



How close creation's links are spun! 
How all are weaving into one ! 
How each exists and works in each! 
See, how the heavenly agents reach 
Their golden pitchers aft they fly 
On bliss-diflusing pinions past. 
Or irom, or to, the upper sky. 
Ascending and descending fast. 
In their eternal rise and fall. 
All harmonizing through the aU! 

What a fair show!— and but a showl 
Eternal Nature, where art thou? 
Where,— foimtain of all life, — thy breast. 
On which earth, air, and ocean rest. 
Thence drawing nourishment, while I, 
For want of such sweet succour, die? 

(He turns the leaves impatiently^ and contemplates 
the sign of the Spirit of the Earth.) 



vGooqIc 



IG FATJSr, 

The inflQence of this other sign 

Is different! — ^Earth-Spirit, thou 

Art nearer me, and, as from wine^ 

A flush is mounting to my hrow; 

My art is stronger, and I feel 

Courage to rush, for woe or weaJ, 

Into the active world, to fight 

With tempests, and at dead of night. 

With stedfast eye, unshaken heart. 

To see the ship's strong timbers start. 

And feel it going down ! 

Dark clouds arise. 

The lamp-flame dies. 

The Moon withdraws her light! 

The Volume smokes ! sparks flery-red 

Are plapng round my throbbing head ? 

Now from the vaulted roof, like rain, 

A shuddering descends. Appear! 

Dread Spirit whom I now constrain, — 

For thou art near ! 

Ha! how my heart is torn with fear, — 

What new sensations! I am thine. 

Thou must, — thou must, — dhey the sign! 

(He seizes the book^ and pronouness mystioalfy the 
sign of the Spirit. A red jUime fiash/es wpi the 
Spirit appears in theJUime.} 

SPIRIT. 

Who calls me? 
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PAU8T. 

Hence^ terrific form! 

SPIBIT. 

Long clingmg to my distant sphere. 
You have at last compelled me here. 
And now — 

FAUST. 

Alas ! I cannot hear 
Thy presence. 

SPIRIT. 

It has been yom* prayer 
To hear my voice and see my brow. 
Behold me to your bidding bow, — 
Behold me, I am here ! What weak. 
What wretched panic fills a mind 
That boasts itself of higher kind! 
Where now the boldness? — mortd, speak 1 
The lofty aspirations, where. 
That led you on so much to dare? 
The mind that made its world, and then. 
Disdaining fellowship with men. 
Grew infinite, and proudly sought 
To dwell with us, the tribes of thought, — 
Where are you, Faust? your accents roll 
Even now along the fields of space; 
What ! trembling in your inmost soul. 
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And blighted by my air? oh base. 
And fear-distorted wonn! 

PAUSX. 

'Tispast! 
Thou fiery essence, shall I peld 
To tliee? I am thy equal, — Faust! 

SPIRIT. 

In the stream of life. 

Amid human strife, 

I hover and float ! 

From cradle to grave. 

That mutable wave 

In a sea sublime, — 

That changeful web wrought 

In the looms of time. 
Where I weave, as the whirring shuttles fly. 
The all-clothing dress of Deity. 

FAUST. 

Thou active Spirit, that dost wheel 
Around the world, I am, — I feel — 
How near thee now! 

SPIRIT. 

Perhaps you bear 
Some faint resemblance jto the band 
Of Spirits whom you understand, — 
But none to those of upper air. 
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PAU8T. 

Ah me! 
The image of the Deity, 
And not yomr equal? — Tell me,— tpAo«e? 

(A hHoddng at tke door.) 

Oh, death \ 
It is my Famulus, who brings to nothing 
This fairest of occasions. It is hard 
That tlie dry plodder should break in upon 
These ample revelations! 

(Enter Wagner in his dressing-gown^ with a lamp 
in his hand. Fautt turns round amgrilt/.) 

WAONBB. 

Forgive me; but I heard you, sir, declaiming: 
Pray, were you reading a Greek tragedy? 
It now-a-days is useful. I have heard 
That a good player can instruct a priest. 

FAUST. 

Yes! if the priest aspires to be a player; 
A circumstance which may occur. 

WAGNER. 

Alas! 
When one is so cooped up within one's study. 
And hardly can enjoy a peep, except 
Upon a holiday, — ^and then at distance. 
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As through a glass,— of the external worlds 
How can one hope to lead it hy persuasion? 

/ FAUST. 

! In vain you seek for what you do not feel ! 
It must flow forth spontaneous from the hearty 
To overpower all hearts resistlessly: — 
You may sit gluing phrases^ and re-cooking 
The morsels you have snatched from others' feasts. 
To all eternity, — ^may coax a flame 
In your small heap of ashes, — may attract 
The admiration of some puny apes. 
If you have that amhition, — ^hut not touch 
A single heart, your own remaining cold. 

WAONEB. 

Ilie secret of the orator's success 
Is elocution. I have much to learn. 

FAUST, 

You seek the goal of eloquence? oh then 
Take my advice, and do not fasten hells 
Upon your harness, — reason and good sense 
Oet hetter on without. What need to hunt 
For words, if you have any thing to say? 
Your fine orations, that are so hedizened, 
{Gold-leaf in which you fold mere nothings up) 
Are unreviving as the wind that sighs 
Through the dead leaves of autumn^ 
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WAQNBB. 

Art is long^ 
And life how short! — Good God^ what I endure^ 
In head and heart, while I pursue my studies ! 
How difficult, besides, to find the means 
Of climbing to the sources,, and before 
One gets half way, poor devil, he may die. 

PAUST. 

Is parchment, then, the ever-sacred' spring 
A draught from which can satisfy your thirst? 
Trust me, there is no true restorative. 
That has not its deep fountain in the soul. 

WAGNER. 

Your pardon, but it is a glorious thing 

To pass into the spirit of the past. 

To trace the thoughts of wisest men, and measure 

The greater height we have ascended since. 

PAUST. 

Oh yes, beyond the stars ! — ^my worthy friend. 
Past time to present is a seven-sealed book. 
And what you call the spirit of that time. 
Is but the coloured glass of your own mind. 
In which all times are mirrored. In good truth, 
A very wretched spectacle, and one ' 
Prom which we at a single glance recoil. 
An ancient lumber-room, where, placed aloft. 
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Are incidents of state acted by puppets. 

With some good formal maxims in their mouths. 

WAONEB. 

But of the world,-— the heart and mmd of man. 
One gladly would know aom^^ung. 

FAUST. 

Yes, yes, what you call knowing ! But who dares 
To give a child its proper name? — ^the few 
Who have known any thing, and been so foolish 
As not to keep it to themseires, but pour 
Their ftdl hearts to the people, — ^for their paifls 
Have liithCTto been crucified or burned. 
I pray you, friend, — ^the night is far advanced — 
Let us break off at preset. 

WAGKBB. 

I could watch 
With pleasure until day-break to enjoy. 
Your learned conversation. But to-morrow, 
Fbst of our Easter holidays, permit me 
To ask some further questions^ With great zeal 
I prosecute my studies, and know much. 
But feel desirous to know every thing. 

(Mit.J 

FAUST, alone. 
How passing strange, that from such hearts alone 
As cleave to common-place, hope not departs^ 



\ 
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Such as with sordid hands for treasure grope, 
And are delighted to unearth a worm. 
How could a voice so ahject dare to whisper 
Where such a spirit-feeling hovered round? 
Yet oh! this once I thank even thee, the meanest 
Of all the sons of earthy for thy vain hahhle 
Has saved me from the grasp of a despair 
That threatened to subvert my reason. Yes ! 
A vision so gigantic made me feel 
Contracted to the stature of a dwarf. 

I, image of the Godhead, — I who deemed 
That in the mirror of eternal truth 
I was about to gaze, — who revelled in 
The light, the tranquil glory of the heavens^ 
And put the mortal oiF, — I, who above 
The angels rose, and fancied I could flow 
Through all the veins of nature, and enjoy 
The calm existence of a God! — ^for thi» 
How am I to atone? a thimder-word 
Has swept me from my course. 

I might not dare 
To mate myself with thee! I had the power 
To draw thee hither, not retain thee here! 
In that transcendent moment I became 
So great, so little, till cast back again 
On the cold destinies of human-kind. 
Who will instruct me? — ^what am I to shun? 
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Shall I. resist that impulse, or obey it? 
Alas! the things we do, as well as suffer. 
Impede our onward progress in this life. 

Even on the highest efforts of the mind 
An uncongenial something still attends. 
Adverse and opposite, its rise retarding. 
When we attach ourselves to worldly goods. 
Those which be better are rejected as 
Delusion and romance: all the fine feelings 
That gave us life, grow dormant in the crowd. 



Aldibugh, on earnest wing, and full of hope. 

At first Imagination soars as far 

As to the borders of infinity, 

A very narrow space becomes enough. 

When, one by one, her argosies of joy 

Are swallowed in the whirling gulfs of time. 

Deep in the beart Care builds her crowded nests. 

To hatch in secret many broods of woe, 

Flaps her dark wings incessantly, and scares,-^- 

Far, far away — all happiness and rest. 

Anon in other guises she appears, — 

As house and property, — as wife and child,— 

As water, fire, a dagger, deadly poison. 

We tremble at what never comes to pass. 

And mourn the loss of what was never ours. 

I am not like the Powers invisible; 

I feel it all too deeply, I resemble 
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The wonn that^ winding slowly in the dost^ 
Is nourished there^ and crushed heneath the feet 
Of the first passer hy. 

And what hut dust, this hundred drawer contained 

Collection of all suhstances^ hy which 

I am surrounded in this misty world ? 

Can I discover what I seek for here? 

Must I read many thousand hooks to learn 

That men are prone to make themselves unhappy. 

Except a very few, more fortunate. 

Wiser, or less susceptible of pain ! 

Why dost thou grin at me, thou hollow skull. 

Unless that, like my own, thy brain was once 

Lost and bewildered, — seeking the gladsome day. 

Only to err more nuscrably in 

The fast descending evening shades, deceived 

By its unsympathised-with love of truth. 

Ye instruments of science, and ye piles' 

Of apparatus,— do ye mock me too? 

The keys, forsooth, of the tremendous door 

At which I have been waiting, — ^but ye fail 

To catch, or turn the lock. Concealed and dark. 

In the meridian blaze. Nature forbids 

Her veil to be removed by violence. 

And what is not apparent to the soul. 

Levers nor screws assist us to discover. 

They are old things which I have never used, 
n 
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Altbongli mj fadier Talned them,-— that toll 

Has hung Aere smoke-discoloared smoe a lamp 

First flickered at this desk! 

Better, far hetter, have expended all 

My little means at once, than lingered here 

So idly toiling in a barren circle^ 

The poor inheritance that from my ^es 

Fell to my shsfre, was given me to enjoy; 

And what is not enjoyed becomes a burden : — 

Save what the present moment offers as. 

We can consider nothing as omr own. 



A Why is my 8«lit attracted to that comer? 

u And is that phial on the upper shelf 
I A magnet to my eyes? — how is ail changed 
From darkness suddenly, as when the naoon 
Pours a full flood of radiant lustre round 
Some forest path at midn^ht? hail! all hail! 
Phial of pluals, which I now take down 
With deepest rererence, honouring in thee 
The ingenuity and art of man. 
Thou essence of kind opiate juices f thou 
Most potent abstract of the subtile powers. 
That lead us by a gentle violence 
Down to the sunless fields of quiet death* 
Favour thy master! — as I gaze on ihee 
My pain subsides, and as I hold thee &8t 
The agitation ceases, and the tide 
That flowed so high, ebbs n4[>idly away* 
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Upon the wide wide sea I 8€k>ii shall sail^ 
Whose glassy waves are shining at my feet^— - 
Another day will dawn on other shores. 

A chariot of fire is sweeping down; 

I feel prepared to rise^ and hy new paths 

Attain new spheres of action, undehased 

By any grcftser infidente of earth. 

Soblime existence! happiness of heaven! 

Dost thoa deserve it, worm? — ^Yes, yes, but turn 

Thy back at onoe upon the earth's sweet sun. 

And venture fearlessly to burst the door 

Which others would avoid. But now, to prove 

That the inherent dignity of man 

Vails not befpre the majesty on high^ 

I must not tremble at the dark abyss 

Where fancy damns herself to penal &ce» 

Of her own lighting up; but undismayed. 

Press to ihe black, the narrow gorge, at which 

All hell is fiaming.'—I must take this step 

With calm deliberation, at the risk 

Of rushing into notiimg. 

Now come forth, 
Gear chrystal goblet, from thy antique cell, — 
Of thee I have not thought this many a day. 
Thou^ gaily I have seen thee glancing round 
My father's board, cheering the serious guests. 
Who passed thee dvij on, one to another. 
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Yes^ I rememW! These old characters. 

So stiffly carved upon thy outer shelly 

Which each new drinker was expected first 

To put in rhyme, then drain ihee at a draught. 

Remind me of those hi^y nights of hoyhood. 

Never to neighbour shall I hand thee more. 

No more display my little stock of wit. 

Beading thy simple riddles! t&ere is here 

A wine that soon intoxicates,— a juice 

Which I prepared, and am about to drink. 

The dark brown juice that in thy hollow sleeps, — 

My last potation, which, with all my soul. 

In ndutation to the coming mom. 

Shall now be quaffed. 

(PftU ikeempioku l»p9,) 

BELLS AND CHORAL SONGS m As a^iwf. 

CHOBUS OF AN0BL8. 

Christ is risen! joy 
To mortals struggling in 
The bands of death; them sin, 
f Them death shall not destroy. 

FAUST. 

i What deep toned music, mingled with dear sounds, 
I Draws the untasted goblet from my Hpst 
Do the church bells already usher in 
The first hours of the Easter boUdayB? 
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Tlie choristers already chant the hymn^ 
That^ on the ni^t of our Lord's sepulture. 
By angels was intoned^ to give the earth 
Assurance of a covenant of grace? 

CHORUS OF WOMBir« 

With the spices we 
Had emhahned and swathed 
The hody which we hathed 
With our tears. But^see! 
He is no longer h^re! 

CHORUS OF ANeBLflL 

Christ is risen! peace 
To the loving one. 
Weeping for her son: 
Let her sorrows cease! 

TATTST. 

Why sound to me^ ye soul suhduing songs? 

Me in the dust why visit, heavenly strains? 

Make yourselves heard where there axe softer hearts ; 

I hear the message, hut have little fEutk ^ 

The supernatural is dkiest hom. 

And favourite child of faiUi. I may not hope 

To reach the spheres which you inhahit, — ^yet 

This music, heard from infiuicy, recals me 

To my young days of innocence. I feel 

Heaves loss of love in a sweet sabhath stillness^ 
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Imprest upon my hot and feverish sense: — 

The hells had then a language^ and to pray 

Was exquisite enjoyment. I was drawn 

By indescrihahle^ delicious dreams 

To wander in the forests and the fields. 

Where, through the tears that fell, I knew not why, 

I Baw a world, — ^how heautiful it was! 

To youth this chant announces the return 

Of a few days of freedom and of spring. 

And these dear recollections hold me hack 

From taking this irrevocahle st^. 

Soimd on! sound on! celestial songs, my tears 

Are flowing fast,«>^arth, I am yours again! 

CHORUS OF CHILMIBN. 

From the cavan the stone 
Is rolled hack, — ^he is gone 
To the mansions ahove. 
To the hosom of love: 
And, alas! we are left 
In this sorrowful place. 
Alone, and bereft 
•■ Of the light of his face; 
Lamenting that he 
From his sorrows is free! 

CHORUS OF ANOBLS. 

Christ is risen ! joy. 

Mixed with fear and wonder. 
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You may now destroy 
The serpent, and asonder 
Tear the bands of sin. 
By the love you bear 
To each other^ yon 
Can alone declare 
That yon yonr master knew. 
Love all things that are^ 
Flee from hate and war: 
Teach men to do thi8> 
And promise them the bliss 
That is in Jesus. Lo! 
He is here, is there. 
He is every where. 
Witnessing that ye 
Serve him faithfnUy. 
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AT THB GATE. 

Crowds of people patdng out 
JOUBNBTMJBN. 

Why going out then, neighbours? 

0THBB8. 

UptlieUll 
As far as Jagerhiuis. 

THSVntST. 

We to the mMl 
Intend k> saunter down. 

A JOURNEYMAN. 

I reconunend 
Wa&serhof rather. 

ANOTHBB. 

But you know^ my friend. 
The Toad is far from pleasant '^ 

THE SECOND SET. 

Well? 

A THIBD. 

I think 
ri! join those others. 
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Ifyon with to drink 
The best of beer^ and htive it terred by traie 
Incomparable gitb, to Bnrgdorf oome. 

A VIFTR* 

You idle load! diia is too abaord; 

Does your bide itch for rndgelling the third?-— 

I dread the {dace. 

A aiBVAKT OIBL. 

Once more I tell you, no!— 
I will return. 

AKOTHBB. 

But at the poplar-row 
We shall be sure to find him. 

THB PIBST. . 

That may be 
Charming to you, but what is it to me! 
With you he will keep taDdngy and with you 
Dance the whole evening. 

iTHBSIOOlfn. 

If you only knew 
Who win be with hhn : to myself he said 
He would not be without young curly-head. 

A STUDBNT. 

Look at these striping lasses on the right; 
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Sir brother^ come and let us be pdite: 

A #ell drest girl^ good strong-beer, and a biting 

Tohaoco> are the three things I delight in. 

oitizbn's dauohtib. 
Out on these handsome atudentsi, who mi^t daim 
Acquaintance with the best. It is a shame. 

SBCOND STUDENT to tieJirsL 
Nay, not so fast! for there are two behind. 
With one of whom I am — 

XHB FIBST« 

Oh, never mind; 
I hate constndnt, and once for all I say, 
I am resolved I will not-^-Cmne away! 

CITIZEN. 

Yes, this new Burgomaster is a curse. 
And every day the man is getting worse; 
Not only we submit to more, but pay 
More for misnile: all hastens to decay. 

BBOOAR, $inging. 
Ye gentle-folks that go 
So finely drest, bestow 

Some charity on me; 
Ah, do not let my pain 
Appeal to you in vam, 

Li^t hearts may well be free: 
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ThoM lidUcky to you 
May Buiely spute a few- 
Few crumbs to misery. 

uroTHSE cmnzHH. 
On holidays me Bathii^ so delights 
As hearing about .fierce a&d bloody fights^ 
When at a certain distance^ — ^back as far 
As Turkey^ somebody is making war^ 
While^ by the window^ o'er a oheerfnl glass^ 
We see the vessels down the river pass^ 
And homeward hie at night-fall^ blessing peace. 
And praying heaven that it may never cease. 

THian CITIZBK. 

Yes^ neighbonr^ yes! indeed I do not care 
To what extent their heads are Inroken there; 
All may go upside down for me, — ^but here 
I hope we always shall have pipes and beer. 

AN OLD WOMAN, to the citizen's daughters. 
How sweetly dressed! — with you, my pretty dears. 
Who would not foil in love— up to the ears? 
But do not be so saucy: — that is good. 
And if you wished to know, perhaps I could— 

citizen's ia.UGHTBBi interrupting. 
Come, Agatha! it will not do to stay 
With this old mmxc^ss in open day. 
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Though, on St Andrew's eve/ 1 muBt confess, 
She shewed me—ah, how briltitat was his dress! 

THB OTHSB. 

Upon a mirror my true love she east. 
So soldier-like, with others marching past. 
I look out every where, but all in Tain, 
I wonder if,— good gracious, there again! 

soLDiBB, tinging. 
Castles with high 

Turrets and towers. 
Beauties with shy 

Glances of scorn: 
Oh, it is sweet 

To win them, or try; 
No thought of retreat— ' 

We conquer or die! 

Trumpets, with shrill 

Echoing breath. 
Call us to victory. 

Call us to death: ' 

We never have air. 

Except in a blast. 
The flag and the fair 

Surrender at last 

In the midst of alarms 
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We always are gay. 
Shoulder our arms 
And march away! 



FAUST AND WAGNER. 

FAUST. 

The streams and streamlets now are free 

From winter's icy fetters, — see 

How down the vale they lapse, and fling 

O'er all the fields a tinge of spring; 

While aged winter turns his back. 

And climbs the steepest mountain track. 

Now pelting, in his feeble spite. 

The green with handfiils of his white. 

And rattling hail-stones, till the sun 

Bid hail and hoar frost both begone. 

Meanwhile, for flowers, we have this gay 

Assemblage in their best array, — 

From the black cavern of the gate 

See how they pour ! They celebrate 

The rising of our Lord, and they 

Themselves are risen up to-day : 

From narrow streets, from crowded rooms. 

From tyranny of forge and looms. 

And from the night of ghostly piles. 

Sent out to where the day-light smiles. 

Look down from this commanding height, — 



vGooqIc 



M WAVtfT, 

I have not seen a fairer sight ; 

Through fields and gardens how they flow. 

And how the liver seems alive. 

As shallops against shallops strive. 

Across and down, from here helow. 

Where the last, loaded to the hrim. 

Bo fiill that it can hardly si^-im. 

Is pushing from the hank, — ^to where 

The water mingles with the air f 

Along the path-ways of the hill 

I can dktinguish colours still. 

And from the fading hamlets, harkf 

The sound of voices through the dark. 

Here great and small together pass 

Some hours of equal happiness! 

This is the people*s heaven, — I can 

Here own myself to be a man. 

WAGNER. 

To walk with you, sir Doctor, is at once 

Honour and profit; hut, I must confess, 

I would not wish to mingle quite alone 

In this rude, vulgar reveliy. I hate 

Their fiddling, shouting, and coarse nine-pin playing. 

They make an outcry as if all the fiends 

Had broken out at once, — and call it mirth,— 

And call it music, the unlettered boors! 
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PEASANTS, Mnder the Unden. 
HAKCS AND 80NO. 

The shepherd deeked him for the dance. 
With jacket fine and garland geey, 

But when he reached the linden-^-ee^ 
They had nuide up the roundeky^ ^ 

And danced like mad^ — ^huzsa! huna! 

While the Mdlestick flew as fast^— huzza! 

AN OLD !PBASANT« 

Sir Doctor^ it is kind in one 

Of your great learning not to shun 

Our simple sports, — so let me fill 

Our jug afresh ; I hope it will 

Both quench your thirst, and that you may 

For each drq> count a happy day. 

FAUST. 

I take the cup, — ^may you no less 
Enjoy all health and happiness* 
(Theif aU ffotker round,) 

OLD PSASANT. 

Indeed it was well done to pay 
This visit to your friends to-day, — 
For you have heen our friend indeed, 
And helper at a time of need« 
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Many are present whom your sire 
Snatched from Uie ferer's spreading fire. 
When hy his skill he set a bornid 
To the contagion's d<sadly round ; 
And you yourself, a young man then. 
Came daily to our houses, when 
Th^ great disorder raged so sore 
That corses crossed each other door, — 
You were kept safe and unafraid,—^ 
The Helper sent the helper aid. 

ALL. 

Health to the worthy man, that he 
May long be spared our friend to be. 

FAUST. 

Pray to the Power, my loving friends. 
Who, teaching us, his succour sends. 
(Pastes on with Wagner, J 

WAONSR. 

Great man ! what satisfaction must be yours. 
Being an object of such reverence 
To all these people! He is fortimate 
Who from his gifts such profit can derive. 
The father shows you to his son; 
All speak, all gaze, all round you run, 
The fiddles stop when you are seen, 
And to salute you passing by. 
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The eager dancers qmt the green. 
And throw their caps on high! 
Indeed they almost hend the knee 
As to the ' Venerahile.' 

•FATJST. 

A short waf Darther, onward to that stone^ 
There we will rest a^iittle in our walk, 
X)ften my seat! when, plunged in deepest thought. 
And mortified hy fasting, and hy prayer, — 
With tears, with sighs, with supplicating hands, 
I thought to wrest from heaven's high Lord this hoon, 
That he would stay the mortal pestilence, — 
Their praises sound like mockery and scorn. 
For ahJ if you could look into my heart. 
You would perceive how little sire or son 
Deserve such homage. My poor father was 
A very worthy and lahorious man. 
Who, with sincere hut undirected zed. 
And after some strange fashion of his own, * 
On Nature and her sacred circles pored. 
Xh in Xhe company of the adepts. 
Immured in his dark lahoratory. 
In endless combinations melted down 
Antagonists together ; — ^the red lion, 
(A valiant wooer) in the tepid hath 
Uniting to the lily, then in flame 
Driving them off, from one coueh to tanother^ 
Till the young queen in diverse i^olours shoaos 
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Upon the inner surface of the glass. 
This was the medicine^ amd fhe patients died. 
But there were none to question us^ and so. 
With hellish drugs, thus foolishly concocted, 
Down that sweet valley, — up those mountain slopes, 
We were more fatal than the pestilence. 
I held the poison to a thousand lips. 
Which all grew pale, — and I survive to hear 
The praises of the careless murderer. 

WAONEB. 

How can you hlame yourself for this? a good 
And honest man has surely done enough. 
When, as he has been taught, he practises 
The arts of his profession. As a child. 
If you respect your father, his advice 
And precepts must be sacred oracles; 
I If, as a man, you bear your knowledge higher, 
1 Your child may bear his knowledge higher still. 

PAUST. 

Thrice happy, who has hopes from tlus dark sea 
I Of error to emerge ! but, Wagner, we 
/ Pursue mere phantoms ever, and postpone, 
/ For things unknowable, the felt and known;— 
' But let us not the sweetness of these pure 
And tranquil moments, by such thoughts obci^mre. 
Beliold, how in the setting sun's Inst rays 
The vine-encircled cottage windows blaze : 
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He trembles and subsides! he hastens hence^ 
New life to other regions to dispense! 
Ah ! that no wing will bear me trcm the ground^ 
To follow him in his eternal ronnd! 
Then should I see the world in evening's beams 
Spread out below me, its high summits bright 
With living fire, its valleys hushed, its streams 
Flowing like gold into the realms of night! 
The chasm-r^at precipice would not restrain 
My godlike course, and underneath my feet. 
With all its sun-illumined creeks, the main 
Would be unfolded in one burning sheet. 
Though now below the wood he seems to sink. 
The wish survives. I hasten on to drink 
His everlasting light, — the day before^ 
The night behind me,— over me the sky. 
And far, far down, old ocean's shining ioor, 
Expanding glorious as I onwuti fly! 
A lovely dream ! it fades ! what mental wing 
Is 13ce the mind's, on which we gla^y spring . 
Away from earth!— on which we upward soar. 
When over-head the lark begins to pour 
Hear thrilling orisons, withdrawn from view. 
Amid the depths of heaven's unbounded blue. 
As, o'er the pine wood's rocky steep. 
In air the broad-winged eagle rests,— 
And cranes past land and water sweep. 
Returning to ikeir summer nests! 
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WAGNER, 

I have had fits of fancy^ but a flight 

Such as you now describe I never took. 

And have no wish to try, — One soon gets tired 

Of woods and fields: — the birdsmay keep their wMgs, 

If I may only flit from book to book. 

From page to page, and cultivate my mind. 

This brings a blessing with the winter nights. 

And warms the very pukefi.of the hetrt 

When I itnroU a rare old manuscript 

All heaven seems evening to my ravished gaze. 

FAU«T- 

You fieel one impulse only,— oh! bewai'e 

Of letting in a second ! In mv br^f 

There dwell two hearts w hich will not keep together; 

The one holds back, and, as with hooks of steel. 

Clings by its earthly organs ko the earth : 

The other struggles to escape from bondage. 

And reach the stations of the mighty dead. 

If there be gentle spirits of the air^ 

Inhabiting and ruling middle space, 

'Twixt heaven and earth, as I beUeve ti\ere are. 

Oh! let them from their golden atmospheres 

Descend and take me with them to enjoy 

A new and varied life. — Yes! had I bnt ^ 

A magic clo ak, to bear m e^ «<^ngg ^^'Bff^ 

1 wouldTnot give it for the costliest garb— ^ 

Not for imperial purple ! 
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WAONE& 

Why invoke 
The well-known bands that, hovering in air. 
Danger to man in many shapes prepare ! 
From the norths with arrow-tongues. 
And sharp teeth, as^from the east. 
Demons, fond of human lungs. 
Speed like vultures to a feast! 
From the west, and from the south. 
They assemble, open-mouth ! — 
These to parch, and those to drown 
Both the country and the town. 
They are ever on the watch. 
Mortals off their guard to catch, — 
And, pretending to be sent 
From the upper firmament. 
Lisp like angels when they lie. 
And to cheat their victims try! 
But let us go! for it is growing dark; 
The mists are rising! it is very chill! 
At nightfall one b^;ins to think about 
The shelter of a roof. Why do you stand 
Grazing in such astonishment? what is it 
That so attracts your notice in the dusk? 

FAUST. 

Do you observe that black dog rangiug in 
The young grain and the stubble ? 

WAGNER. 

Yes ! I saw him 
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Whilu I was speaking, but it did not strike me 
Tbiit tkere was any thing to note. 

FAUST. 

Mark now! 
For what dost take the creature? 

WAGNER. 

Fot a poodle. 
That, ill the frequent manner of his kind. 
Is doubliijg on his master's track. 

FAUST. 

Dost see 
How hi lairge circles he is hunting round, — 
Nearer and nearer! if I do not err, 
A stream of fire is eddying in his circles. 

WAGNER. 

I can distinguish nothing but a dog; 
Tt nni.st l>c some deception of your sight. 

FAUST. 

Tti mu it seems that he is drawing snares 
Of Biihtle magic round and round our feet. 

WAGNER. 

I acv him keeping from us with a shy 
UntertiLin look, because we are two strangers. 



\ 
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PAU8T. 

The circle narrows!— he is near us now! 

WAGNER. 

You see a dog: — there is no spectre there! 
He couches on the ground^ and wags his tail^ 
And whines and hesitates^ like other poodles. 

PAUST^ to the dog. 
Come in ! come hither! 

WAGNER. 

'Tis a simple heast; 
Stand stilly and he will stop and watch your eye ; 
Speak kindly^ he will leap and lick your hand; 
Drop somethings he will fetch it; — ^fling your staff 
Into the water^ and he'll swim for it. 

FAUST. 

I daresay you are rights there is no trace 
In him of preternatural^— mere training. 

WAGNER. 

Methinks a wise man may hecome attached 
To a well educated dog. Indeed 
He has a title to our favour^ since 
He is a scholar in his own degree. 

(Tht^ go towardt the city gaU.) 
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FAUST'S STUDY. 

FAUST, entering with the Poodle, 
The fields and rivers I forsake. 
In deepest night they now are blent 
Our better soul becomes awake 
With some divine presentiment. 
The wilder passions are asleep. 
With all the evil they designed. 
And in their places sentry keep 
The love of God and humankind. 

Be quiet. Poodle! run not so about! 
What are you snuffing for, upon the threshold? 
Lie down behind the stove! I promise you 
The softest of my cushions if you will. 
Your gambols outside were amusing, but 
You must adapt your manners to the place. 
And be a still, to be a welcome guest 

Ah me! when on the book-stored shelf 
The friendly lamp begins to gleam, 
The heart that seeks to know itself 
Is re-illumined, and we ^ream 
Of reason getting strong, and all 
Hope's faded flowers blossoming ; 
Ado\ni life's sluggish stream we fall. 
And pant to fly back to its spring. 
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Snarl not, sir poodle ! your most brutish growl 
But ill accords with the cdestial sounds 
That now have full possession of my heart. 
We know that men depreciate and despise 
Whateyer is beyond them in the worlds^ 
Of matter and of mind,— -especially 
Hating the Beautiful and Qood, when these 
Are unto them as voices.of reproach:— 
Does the dog howl upon that principle? 

Even in my happiest moments, I perceive 
The spirit of delight no more up-gushing. 
Within my broken heart:— cdi! why so soon 
Do its streams leave me perishing of thirst^ 
I know too much of that, and yet there is 
A last resource, — ^the looking forward to 
The promise of a happiness beyond 
That bourne from which no traveller returns. 
And hence we wish for revelation's light, 
Which no where shines with greater lustre than 
In the New Testament. I have a mind 
To look into the great original. 
And in the spirit which presided o'er 
Its composition, render it anew. 

(He- opens the book, and heffim to read.J 

^- In the be^ning was the Word." I feel 
Already at a loss: who helps me on? 
It is impossible to place th6 Word 
p 
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So very high; I must translate it thus,—*' 

^* In the beginning was the Thought :"«-Hreiie6t! 

Let not your pen be so precipitate! 

The Thought is not omnipotent; write down — 

^^ In the beginning was the Power :"-*^but no! 

Even in the act of writing I perceive 

That to this version I must not adhere. 

The Spirit aids me! and by it in^Hred, 

I write,—'' In the beginning was the Act!" 

Dog! if you wish to share the room with me. 

Leave off, and instantly, this barkii^,ii*-4iowIing. 

I will not suffer such a noisy cor 

To pass the night beside me; one of us 

Must leave the chamber: I am very sorry 

To fail in hospitality, — but there! 

The door is open, you have my permiarion! 

What do I see? is this within the bounds 

Of nature and of tmthf — ^how broad and long 

The poodle grows! increasing too in height ! 

It loses now the figure of a dog. 

What phantom have I brought into the house? 

A monstrous Nile-horse, with huge burning eyes. 

And rows of frightful teeth.**-I know thee now! 

For such a half infernal birth the key 

Of Solomon is good. 

SPIRITS, in the entrance. 
One within is fairly caught: 
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Stay without! follow not! 
The old Lynx of HeU, 
Like a fox in the tnjt. 
Refuses to yell. 
Though he knows his mishap: 
Now give heedi 
We must help him at need. 
Hover here, hover there. 
Up 8Im1 down,r^ 
So we hftffle the snare: 
'Tis the least we can do, 
vTo assist him who 
Has done so much for us. 

PAUST. 

First, to assail the monster, 
I use the spell. of four:— 

Salamander glow! 

Undina flow ! 

Sylph go ! 

Kobold come ! 
He who does not understand. 
With a firm and fearless hand. 
To rule the elements, had better 
Not attempt to throw a fetter 
Over Spirits who obey 
Only whom they must. Away ! 

Salamander begone,-^ 
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Vanish in flame ! 

Undina and Sylph 

Be the same! be the same^-— 

Rush together! 

Incubus! Incubus! 

Finish the spell! 

Not one of the four 
Sticks in the monster! 
He shows his teeth^ and lies so stilly 
So calm^ that he defies my skill; 
But he shall now be forced to hear 
A spdl of yet superior fear. 

Art thou, tell,— 
A stray of hell? 
Then see this sign ! 
It IS divine ! 
Each sable troop 
To it must stoop ! 

He is swelling, and the black 
Bristles rise along his back. 

Cursed beast! 
Him, at least. 
Thou canst haply read! 
Who is 
Unbeginning, 
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Void of sinning^ 

Through all heaven diffused : 

Who was 

Wrongfully accused^ 

And wickedly transpierced. 

Ah^ I thought so! this is felt! 
Near the stove he changes there. 
And will soon in vapour melt. 
And dissolve in empty air. 
Still increasing! monstrous hrute. 
Lie down at thy master's foot; 
Do not rise unto the roof,— 
Thou hast had sufficient proof 
That I use no threat in vain; 
Therefore, force me not again 
To exert my might. 
Wait not till I scorch thee with 
Sacred and thrice glowing light! 
Wait not for my strongest spell. 
Which shall hiorl thee hack to hell! 



MEPHISTOPHELES, 0$ the ohud disperses, steps 
from behind iht stove, in the dress of a travelling 
student, 

MBPHISTOPHELBS. 

Why this alarm ?«-what is your pleasure, sir? 
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PAU8T. 

This is the kernel of the beast! indeed! 
A travelling scholar?— it is laughable. 

MSPHISTOPHBLES. 

I humbly greet your learned Doctorship! 
You made me sweat confoundedly. 

FAUST. 

Your- name? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The question seems unworth^of a sage^ 
Who cares so very little for the word ; 
Who, far above attending to the shows. 
Deals only with the essences, of things. 

FAUST. 

Of gentlemen like you one well may guess 
The nature by the name. Nothing is clearer. 
If, for example, you delight in such 
Appellatives as fly-god, cut-throat, liarr — 
So now what is your name? 

MEPHIST^HELBS. 

Part of the Power 
Intending evil, and producing good. 

FAUST. 

The meaning of your riddle? 



\ 
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MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

In plain words^ then^ 
I am the sceptick Spirit; I deny. 
And with good reason, every thing, — since all 
That rises up deserves to be pulled down. 
It therefore would be bette^, and would sav^ 
Poor me a world of toil, if nothing rose. 
All that you nickname sin,— destruction,— or 
In one word, — evil, — ^is my element. 

FAUST. 

You call yourself a part, you seem a whole ! 

'MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

My modesty! and yet I speak the truth. 

Though man, that little world of folly, has 

The impud^ice to call himself a whole. 

I am but part of part of what was all 

At the beginning:-— of the darkness part 

That brought forth light, proud light, who now disputes 

I^ace and precedence with her mother night,«— 

But unsuccessfully. Do all she can. 

She clings to matter, and in matter shines. 

Makes matter beautiful, and in her course 

Is intercepted by it; hence I hope 

That they will end together. 

FAUST. 

I conceive 
Your honourable purpose;— you have found 
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Wholesale destraction difRcolt^ and wish 
To try it on a smaller scale ! 

MBP9I8T0PHBLBS. 

1 In truth 

I I cannot boast of any great success. 
The something substantive that seta itself 
In opposition to nonentity^— 
This clum^ world I mean^-— still keepe its place^ 
In spite of earthquake^ hurricane^ and fire. 
The land and sea are much in statu quo. 
And as for that damned stuff that o'er it creeps,— 
The man and beast-brood,-— there is no such thing 
As checking that: the fresh* young blood flows on. 
And circulates for ever, though I send 
So many to the grave. It is enough 
To make one mad, to see how all goes on. 
From air, from water, from the teeming earth. 
What myriads of germs are disengaged; 
In dry, wet, warm, and cold, — no difference! 
Had I not kept my fire, I should have had 
Nothing tp call my own. 

FAUST. 

And so you really 
With your cold devil's hand, would stop the wheels 
Of the beneficent, the ever-stirring. 
The all-creating Power? try something else, — 
Prodigious child of Chaos ! 
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MBPHI8T0PHELES. 

Very well! 
Upon my honour I will think of it; 
And when we have another interview. 
We can discuss this farther: for the present. 
With your permission, I would take my leave. 



FAUST. 

No ceremony, sir! I know you now. 

Call when your leisure serves. That is the door. 

And this the window,— -there's a chimney too. 

MBPHISTOPHELEd. 

I am ashamed to own,-— there is a slight 
Ohstruction at the entrance,— the odd mark 
Upon the threshold. 

PAUST. 

Oh, the pentagram 
Annoys you, does-it? let me understand. 
If it can har your egress, — ^tell me how. 
Oh, son of Hell, did you effect your entry? 
And how could such a Spirit he deceived? 

MSPHISTOPHBLBS. 

Regard it narrowly! it is ill-drawn. 

One angle, — ^that one at the outer edge,— 

Is, as you see, imperfect. 
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PAC8T. 

Ah, indeed! 
This is a lucky accident; you are 
A sort of prisoner? 

MKPHI8T0PHBLBS. 

In leaping in 
/ The dog did not observe it, but it wears 
I Another aspect now,— and, and,-r-in short. 
The fact is that the Devil can't get out. 

FAUST. 

But what is your objection to the window? 

MKPHISTOPHSLES. 

It is imperadve upon the tribe 

Of I)emons'an^ of Devils, to retire 

By ways in which they came; they are at liberty 

To choose their entrances, but not their exits. 

FAUST. 

You have your laws ! I am rejoiced to hear it ; 
I It follows that a compact may be madey— . 
, *A binding one,-— with gentlem^ like you? 

MXPHISTOPRBLBS. 

Yes ! what we jnxmuse we perform in full,— 
But this is not so easily explained. 
We can consider it another time; 
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But earnestly^ most earnestly^ once more 
I beg that you will suffer me to go. 

FAUST. 

Stay ic^ a single moment^«^telI me some 
Amusing story. 

MIPHISTOPHBLES. 

Let me go^ I say! 
I promise to return. You may then ask 
As many questions as you will. 

PAUST. 

You ran 
With your eyes opeai into this same net, 
I set no snare for you, but he who catches 
Should keep the Devil, for he cannot hope 
To do the same feat twice. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

If you insist, 
I am content to keep you company. 
Upon condition that I may endeavour 
To kill the time a little by my art. 

FAUSt. 

I shall be glad to be a looker on> — 
Let it be something pleasant. 
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MBPHI8T0PHBLES. 

My friend! in this hour every sense 
Shall feel a pleasure more intense 
Than the whole circuit of the slow 
And tedious year could else hestow. 
The songs my gentle Spirits sing. 
The lovely images they bring. 
Are not delusive magic ^lays, * 
Shadows that vanish as you gaze; 
The ngrest odours they will lavish. 
The richest flavours, and so ravish 
Your very soul, that you shall be 
Entranc'd in speechless ecstasy: 
• No need of preparation, — all 

Are present^— let the curtain fall! 

SPIRITS, singing. 
Rise! ye dark vaults, rise! 
And admit the skies* 

Deep delicious blue; 
Let the black clouds break. 
And in Ether's lake. 

Shining through the dew. 
Milder suns be seen. 
And the sparkling sheen 

Of the starry fires. 
Children of the sky. 
Up to whom there fly 

Longings and desires! 
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See! how leafy June 
Hangeth a festoon 

Of Tines from tree to tree! 
Covering each field 
With full-blown flow'rs, to shield 

Lovers that there flee. 
Wrapt in thought as deep 
As death, or dreamless sleep. 

Breast to breast : and see! 
See! the sparkling wine. 
In a stream divine. 

Mantling in the press: 
Now it overflows. 
And in rivers goes 

Through the wilderness! 
Gushing on to gain 
The expecting main. 

Broader and more bright! 
Leaving the green hills. 
And the silver rills. 

And the small birds' flight! * 
Leaving all behind. 
Fairy isles to find 

Somewhere near the sun. 
Floating on the waves. 
While from hollow caves 

Choral voices run. 
Landward look again ! 
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See the sun-burnt swain 

Dancing in the shade. 
Climbing the grey mountains, 
^thing in the fountains. 

Under the cascade. 
Where young winds and waters play. 
In the open eye of day. 

MBPHI8T0PHBLB8. 

He sleeps! well done, air-children! thanks 

For this rare concert, and &ese pranks^- 

Nor thanks alone: I tarry yet 

For this good service in your debt. 

Ah, doctor! you are not the man 

To hold, although you think you can. 

The devil fast !-»Now roimd him sweep 

In dreamy shapes, and plunge him deep 

In the illusive seas of error,' — 

But bid them smooth their looks of terror. 

And now, to break this threshold charm. 

Which, in good sooth, might do me harm, 

I shall require a rat's tooth: — ho ! 

I hear one rustling.— ^! so! so! 

The emperor of rats and mice. 

Of flies and frogs, of bugs and lice. 

Commands you forth to gnaw this wood. 

Which, that it may be dainty food. 

He smeurs with oil :^now, quick to work. 
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And nibble at it like a Turk. 
The point that hinders me at aU 
Is on the outside, near the wall; 
Another nibble! that will do. 
Now, doctor Faust, good-night to you ; 
Dream on until we meet again. 

FAUST, awaking. 
And am I cheated once again ? 
And is it fled, the Spirit-train? 
Have I been sleeping like a senseless log. 
And dreaming of the devil and a dog? 
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STUDY. 



FAUST, MBPHISTOPHELES. 
PAU8T. 

Who knocks? oome in!-— what new intruder seeks 
To trouble me agam? 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

'TisI! 

PAU8T. 

Come in! 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

It must be thrice repeated. 

FAUST. 

Well, come in! 



MBPHISTOPHELES. 

This pleases me; I hope we shall be Mends. 
To chase away your megrims I am here. 
Dressed like a youth of some distinction,— «ee 
I boast a scarlet suit all fringed with gold. 
And mantle of stiff silk ; I wear a sword, — 
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A long and sharp one, — and, to be complete. 
Have stuck a cock's tail-feather in my cap. 
I counsel you at once to do the same. 
That, being disentangled and set free. 
Something of men and manners you may see. 

FAUST. 

In any habit I must feel the pain 
Of this confined existence. I'm too old 
To care for frifolous gaiety, too young 
To be without all wishes: what can earth 
Afford me that I caro for? — " Go without! 
Abstain from earthly pleasure!" — ^is the song 
Which, all one's life, is chaunted in one's ears. 
And echoed by the h<mr, I never wake 
But with a sense of horror,— «uid could shed 
Most bitter tears to witness the new day. 
Which, in its course, shall gratify no wish, — 
Not one! but with a wa3rward malice steal 
Some fragment of a fast decreasing store, — 
My hopes of earthly happiness; nay, worse, — 
Break the enlarging circles of calm thought. 
With many low solicitudes. At night 
Upon my bed I lie down, not to rest. 
But to await the torture of its dreams: 
The god that in my bosom dwells, and sways 
My inmost being, is, beyond it, powerless; 
Existence thus grows burdensome, and death 
Is now my sole desire. 
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MSPHI8T0PHXLB8. 

Between ourselves^ 
He is not commonly a welcome guest. 

PAUST. 

Thrice happy he, for whom death twines a wreath 
Of bloody laurel in the triumph-flash 
And shout of victory! or whom he finds 
In the last maze of the delirious dance. 
Locked in the arms of her whom his soul loves. 

iOh, that I were, by the Great Spirit's power. 
So changed as to be able to depart! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And yet a certain person did not drink 
A certain dark brown juice the other night. 

PAUST. 

Playing the spy must be a trick of yours. 

MBPHISTOPHELBS. 

I know a good deal, but not every thing. 

PAUST. 

I Since from that terrific throng 
^ Of dark fencies I was torn, 
\ By the soft familiar song. 

That with voice of life's glad mom^ 

Called me back to childhood, I 
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Curse the false and juggling tie 

That to this sad prison hole 

With fair seeming hinds l;he soul. 

First accursed he the mad 

Grarh in which the mind la clad,— 

Self-esteem, — ^when it should be 

Covered with humility: 

And accursed the deceit 

Which to human nature cleaves. 

Curse the flatteHng and sweet 

Lying dreams which fency weaves,— 

Dreams of honour, dreams of fame ! 

Dreams of an immortal name! 

Curse what cheats us in the fair 

Guise of fortune and an heir ! 

Curse old Mammon, when with gold 

He entices us to hold 

High adventure, — ^when he spreads 

Downy pillows for our heads! 

Curse the balsam-jidce of wine. 

Curse the joys of love! and all 

That we vainly deem divine,— 

Hope, Faith, Patience, — '-cjxne them all! 

CHORUS OP SPIRITS, tfimnble. 
Woe! woe! 

With a hard relentless hand 
He in twain has burst the band 
Of the fair world! 
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A demi-god has struck. 

In anger, the dread blow, — 

Ah! wherefore did he so? 

And, as a child a toy. 

This glorious work destroy, — 

And scatter it in dust? 

We may remove its bright 

Fragments to the deep 

Realms of endless night. 

And weep 

The Beautiful now lost! 

Mighty one! 

Oh, thou, the earth's proud son. 

Build it up again. 

In thy heart and brain. 

Build it to endure. 

And with mind made pure. 

Hasten to commence 

Another life-career. 

New songs shall cheer 

You when you regain 

Your innocence! — 

Farewell! 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

These be some ]ittle devils of my train. 
Come to exhort you, the sagacious imps. 
To pleasure and to action : to leave off 
Your lonely musings, in which sense and i 
Stagnate apace, and go into the world. 
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Cease then to trifle with your misery^ 

And chase it^-^hase the vulture from your heart. 

The worst society will make you feel 

That among men you are a man. However 

I do not mean to mix you with the crowd 

I'm none of your magnificos^-— not I ! 

But if you have a mind to walk^ahroad^ 

Ahd will accept my guidance^ I engage^ 

Upon the spot, to be in all things yours. 

I will be your companion, and your fnend. 

Or I will be your servant,—- be your slave ! 

PAUST. 

And in i:etum ? 

MSPHISTOPHBLBS. 

There's time enough for that I 

FAUST. 

No ! no ! the Devil is selfishness itself, 
) And little apt to make himself of use. 
Except upon conditions : so at once 
Inform me what they are. It is unsafe 
To have such characters about the house. 

JfBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

I bind myself to be your servant here, 
And, night and day, to watch your slightest beck. 
If, when we meet upon the other side. 
Yonder, you know— you'll do as much for me. 
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FAUST. 

That other side, that yonder, is a thought 

That gives me no concern, for if you hreak 

This world to pieces, l^t another rise 

Where it shall please you. £arth has heen the source 

bf all the joys I know, and the sun shines 

jOn all my sorrows : sever me from these. 

And then let come to pass what may, and can : 

I would hear nothing more. Inform me not. 

Whether hereafter we shall hate and love : 

Whether in other spheres we shaD, as now. 

Speak of ahwe^'^^hdow. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

In such a mind 
You are quite safe to venture. Bind yourself. 
And in those days you shall experience all 
The joys my art can give. I will hestow. 
What mortal has not seen. 

/ FAUST. 

What can you give. 
Poor devil that you are ? — The mind of man. 
In its far flights, was never kept in view 
By you or hy your fellows ! had you food 
That never satiates, — gold that in £he hand 
Like water flows, — a game where no one wins,— 
A maid that in your arms already casts • 
Her eyes upon another ; had you honour. 
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The heaven-preferred, that like a meteor flies ! 
Or fruit that rots before it can be placked. 
Or trees ttoit every day renew their green. 

MEPHI8T0PHELB8. 

I am not startled at the list I can 
Supply you with these precious articles^ 
But, my dear friend, the season may arrive 
When we can quietly have something better* 

FAUST. 

If ever I lie down in peace, be that 
Moment my doom,— deceive me, by your arts. 
Into a dream of happiness or comfort. 
And be that day my last. I venture I 

HEPHISTOPHELES. 

Done! 

FAUST. 

Done ! and if ever to t he passi nj^ hour 
I whisper " stay ! fo r you are beautiful I" 
Bind me in chains, and let me perish straightway 
Then let the death-bell toll,— then be thou froe. 
Then let the clock stand still, the index fall. 
And time for me be endedj 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Think again. 
For this will be remembered. 
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PAUST. 

To aliens 
You have the fullest right I know mys^; 
I am a bondsman^ and it little matters 
Whether to you or to another. 

MBPHI8T0PHBLBS. 

Well! 
Depend upon me ! I am in my place. 
To-day, my menial duties to perform. 
Oh ! one thing I forgot ; give me two lines 
To make our bargain good in all events. 

FAUST. 

You want a writing, pedant ? Have you never 

Had dealings with a man upon his word ? 

Is't not enough that I have bound myself 

By mine for ever ? does the world flow on. 

And can a promise make me lag behind ? 

But these old notions are implanted in 

All living breasts, and who shall root them out ? 

How happy is the man who keeps the truth 

Pure in his bosom I for no offerings 

At evil shrines has he to feel repentance. 

But parchment, being duly signed and sealed. 

Becomes a spectre, and a form of fear ; 

The words are nothing. Its authority 

Lies in the wax and vellum. Evil one ! 

What is it you demand ? on Iwtiss, on stone. 
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dn parchment or on paper^ with a stile^ 

Or pen, shall it be written ? make your choice I 

MEPHI8T0PHSLB8. 

Why strain your rhetoric? Why work yourself 

Into a passion about nothing? This, 

Or any scrap of paper will suffice. 

You may subscribe it with a drop of blood. 

FAUST. 

If that will please you — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. ' 

Blood Is a strange fluid! 

FAUST. 

No fear, that I shall br eak the bond, 

For what it offers is beyond 

All I was strug^ing to attain. 

And gives me what I sought with paiji. 
>r~w;as Tnflated with the pride 

Of intellect, but now subside. 

And in your ranks assume my place. 

Since mighty Nature hides her face, 
' And all tlie higher Powers contenm 

The prayers I addressed to them. 

The thread of thought is snapped, I am 

More and more sick of learning's sham. 
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So let US in the jo3rs of sense 

Deaden the torture : haste we hence! 

While every wonder-working scene^ 

Upon the dim theatric fioor^ 

Is ranged behind the magic screen, 

Unpenetrated heretofore ! 

Let go ! let go ! that we may dance 

O'er the high waves of time and chance ! 

Let ever-changeful smiles and tears. 

Let agonising hopes and fears. 

Alternate as they will, 

In disappoiptment or success. 

In misery or happiness, 

A man may not be still! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Your only limit is your will. 

Fly round the world,— each wish fulfil! 

FAUST. 

Have I not told you !— will you hear agahi. 
That it isnot^i^pleasuiCLthat I jQiipk? 
No! to tumultuous and painfiil joys 
To love in hate, to agitating wrath. 
To what is called excitement, I devote 
My faculties entire, for I am cured 
Of my old malady, the knowledge-thirst. 
And shall, henceforward, interpose no shield 
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Of cold philosophy between my heart 
And all that can affect it. I will gather 
The little portions that are set apart 
For distribution to the human race. 
And make them all my own ; I will usurp 
The highest and the lowest,-— ell the weal 
And all the woe up-he^ing in my breast. 
Thus shall my single spirit grow as large 
As all of theirs united, and at length 
Falling in pieces, perish like the rest ! 

ICRPHISTOPHBLES. 

Belieye me, who have diligently chewed 
This toughest aliment these thousand years, 
That from& ^ cradle toj he-graye no mortal 
^^ gts the and ent leaven. Take my word. 
It is for Him alone, who lives in light, 
i And has put us in darkness; the dilution 
lOf day and night is strong enough for you. 

PAUST. 

I say I will ! 

MBPHISTOPHELBS. 

You may say what you please. 
Bnt one thing puzzles me : there is not time. 
I hope you will be ruled. Send for a poet. 
And let the master (roaming in his fancies) 
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All noble qualities, — the lion's courage. 

The wild deer's swiftness, .the hot fiery blood 

Of Italy, the frozen north's endurance,—- 

Heap on your honoured head : let him discover 

That it is easy to combine in you 

Courage with cunning, and youtli's passionate love 

With prudent calculation. If I knew 

A person so accomplished, I would dub him 

' Sir Microcosmus.' 

FAUST. 

Who, then, and what am I? 
This natural crown of which I was ambittous^*^— 
The last and lowest, — tiiis to be refused! 

MEPHXSTOPHBLBS. 

You are at last precisdy what you are. 
Wear wigs with an infinity of curls. 
Or set yourself on ell high, most heroic. 
Buskins or stilts, you add not to your stature. 
And lose no jot of your identity. 

FAUST. 

I feel it, — ^vainly have I all the treasures 
Of human wit and wisdom gathered here. 
When all is done I feel no new power spring&g 
Up in my mind. I am no hair-breadth taller. 
No nearer to the Infinite, 
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MEPHI8T0PHELSS. 

Good sir! 
Your vision must be aided. You see things 
Too much as others see them. He does ill 
Who lets the pleasures of his life fly past 
What! have you not a head^ feet^ hands, and so on? 
And do you hold that whi^ you freely use 
Is not your own ? if I may have six horses 
Yoked to my travelling carriage^ is their strength 
Not mine, and do I not get on as fiist 
As if I had my four and twenty legs ? 
Up then ! and off with me into the ivprld! 
Perplex yourself no more. I tell yoa that 
He who so cogitates is like a slow 
And patient ox goaded by mischievous boys. 
In narrow circles, on a barren heath. 
While fresh green fields are laughing on all ddes. 

FAUST, 

But how shall we begin ? 

ICBPHISTOPHBLES. 

Strike out at once. 
Ugh! what a dungeon I do you call it life 
To tire to death some children and yourself? 
Leave this to nei^bourWanst What could youmean 
By threshing straw! were you not sensible 
You durst not tell them your best truths? I hear . 
A pupil coming. 
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PAUjBT. 

'Tis impossible 
For me to see him. 

HEPHISTOPHBLES. 

. * ' The poor lad has wdted 
A long time^ and must not be disappointed. 
GiviB me yoBJ? ««p and goWn. They'll be becoming! 
r :,- (PuttOsmon,) 

Now leave it idl to me, for fifteen minutes, — 
And be yt)u getting ready for our journey. 
(Ftmtit retired.^ 



MEPHiacoPHKi.Bs, in Faun's ^own. 
DesfMse t^iot^ highost attributes of man^ 
Reason and. knoVlodge : like a fool surrender 
,, All your owii stock t>f both, to be c6i^rmed 
By the deceiving spirit in the arts 
Of sorcery and witchcraft, and I have you 
A prisoner at discretion. Destiny 
Hajs given this man a soul that presses forward^ 
That cannot be restrained, that overleaps 
In its impetuous career the limits 
Within which others are content to feed. 
And ffM^n qtdetly. He shall be breathed ! 
I'll spur him: o'er die rdcky grounds of life. 
And e'^r ita vreary levels, till he plunges 
ConvuWvely^in deep and heavy loam. 
And there sticks fast I Food which he ctmnot teach 



\ 



vGooqIc 



A TRAGBBY. Tfl 

Shall hang in mockery before his lips. 

Drink shall elude his misemble thirst. 

Even if he had not 3delded^ the devils 

He must have gone down when he took this ground. 

A SCHOLAR, entering, 
I am but just arrived, and lose ho time 
In coming, with the deepest reverence. 
To wait upon a man whose name is known. 
And hofabured, every whe*e. 

MEPHIS^rOF^BLES. 

I am beholden 
To your politeness, but you overra,te me. 
Have you made none of your arrangements ? 

SCHOLAR. 

No! 
Ajid I entreat your counsel. I am young. 
Eager to learn, and have a Httle money. 
My mother did not wish to part with me. 
But I had set my heart on studying here. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

You chose the v^ry place. 

SCHOLAR. 

Yet I confess 
I almost wish I were away agbin ! 
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These vaulted roofs are little to mj taste : 

This is a gloomy, an oppressive place. 

Here are no fields, no trees ! my sight, my hearing. 

My very thoughts, desert me when I look 

On the bare walls and benches. 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

It's a thing 
Of habit. You will like them by d^rees. 
Infants at first refuse the mother's breast. 
But learn to cling to it, — and youll seek wisdom's 
Each day with more delight 

SCHOLAB. 

Ah ! round her neck 
With transport I would throw my arms: but how? 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

What is y otir faculty ? 

• SCHOLAR. 

I wish to be 
An universal student, to know sll 
In heaven and earth,— Nature and Science both. 

IIBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

You're on the track. Take good care not to lose it. 

SCHOLAR. 

I'll keep it steadily,— but now and then. 
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On the br%bt summer mornings^ I shouM like 
To have a little play. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

You must not waste 
Touf time in idleness. It flies too fa«t^ 
But order will enable you to gain 
And make the most of it. My dearest friend. 
Take therefore first the logic of the schools, — 
Your mind will thus be put in shape and training. 
Be laced in Spa^ish boots, and forced to walk 
With due deliberation in the hard 
And beaten ways of thought, instead of skipping, 
Will^*-the-wi8p like, hitherward and thither. 
Then many days shall teach you, by the aid 
Of syllogistic ladders, to arrive 
Correctly at conclusions which you reached 
At one short bound before. The web of thought 
Is like a weaver's in the loom, — one pressure 
Of either foot directs a thousand threads. 
The shuttles flying, and the small threads issuing. 
While at eadi stroke a thousand knots are tied. 
So the philosopher steps in to prove 
That something must be so and so, because 
A first and second had been something else; 
And so the third and fourth are so and so. 
And if the first and secoUd had not been, 
As little could the third ahd fourth, and this. 
Yea this, is logic: this is what all students 
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Esteem go much^ though none of them are weavers. 
When one attempts to know and to describe 
A livmg body, he deprives it first 
Of life> then shows us its component parts ; 
But then it lacks, alas, the spiritual bond. 
What chemistry denominates the, — the— 
Enchetre^is naturce, and, without 
Wishing to be so,, grows ridiculous. 

SCHOLAR. 

I fear I scarcely understand you, sir ! 

MEPHIST0PHSLB8. 

You will do better next time, when you know 
How to reduce and classify by rule. 

SCHOLAR. 

I feel as stupid, ks confused, as if 

A mill-wheel in my head were turning round. 

MEPHISTOPHBLBS. 

And afterwards, before all other things. 
You must apply to metaph3n3ics! there 
Be sure to be sufficiently profound 
In all that ever baffled human brains. 
A few hard words will do! for this half-year 
\ Let your attendance be most regular, — 

1 Five hours a day. Be in as the clock strikes ! 

I And come prepared. Read all the para^phs. 
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That you may know the lecturer says nothing 
That is not in the book ; and^ mind ! take notet^ 
As if the Holy Ghost were dictating. 

SCHOLAR. 

You will not have to tell me twice ; I see 
The great advantages of taking notes. 
What one has fairly down in black and white^ 
One can take home with him> and get by heart. 

MBPHISTOPHBLES. 

But choose a faculty! 

SCHOLAB. 

I hate the Law. 

» MBPHISTOPHBLES. 

For which I cannot blame you. I know someUung 
About that study. Law is handed down 
Tike an incurable disease in bloody 
And trails itself along^ from age to age> 
From place to place, confounding right and wrong. 
But of laws natural, and with us bom. 
To which it should look back, it take^ no notice. 
I always pity our posterity. 

SCHOLAR. 

You heighten my abhorrence. Fortunate 
Who has so great a master! I am half 
Inclined to try theology. 
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MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Beware! 
It almost is impossible to shun 
The wrong roads of that science; and besides. 
Rank poison, nndistingmshable from 
The wholescnne physic, no where so abounds ;< — 
The safest plan may be to take one master. 
Stick fast by him, and swear to all he says : 
Adhere to words, uid they will lead you tlirough 
The right door to the shrine of certainty. 

SCHOLAR. 

But in the words there must be meaning ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Yes, 
Of course, of course! but it may be as well 
Not to be too particular. A word 
Comes in right season when a meaning fails ; 
Words are the weapons of all aigument: 
Words manufacture systems, words are creeds, 
i And from a word one filches no iota. 

SCHOLAR. 

Excuse me. I detain you by my questions. 
But would you have the goodness to throw out 
Some as deep hints on medicine ? Three years 
Elapse so quickly, «id the field is wide. 
A slight direction often gives the &int 
And weary pilgrim confidence and strength. 
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MEPHiSTOPHELES^ aside, 
I tire of this dry bantering. I must 
Speak out in my own character again. 

Al<md. 

In that there is no mystery. You search 
Both worlds, the greater and the less, in order 

To make things go on, as it pleases God! 

So take it coolly, nor fatigue yourself 
By stupid application, but be wise. 
And seize your opportunities. Let's see! 
You are not made amiss! A strapping lad! 
And in assurance, of the modest kind. 
You will not be deficient Trust yourself. 
And other souls will trust you. That's the secret. 
Study the female sex: their ohs! and ahs! 
Eternal, thousandfold, are to be ciured 
All in one fashion. If with a demeanour 
Of most respectful boldness you address them. 
You have them all below your hat at once. 
A title is the thing to make them deem 
Your skill superior to all other skill. 
With that yot/win their sufirages at once. 
And after a few calls are more their friend 
Than otherwise in years. The points to study 
Are how to feel thehr pulses, how to treat them 
With something like audacity, and yet^— 
And ye^— you understand,— 
I 
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SCHOLAB. 

I tiiink I do; 
I see this better,-— eee the how and wlwrefwe. ^ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

\ Grey is all theory, my youthful friend ! 
The golden tree of life for ever green. 

SOHOLAB. 

I swear to yoa I feel as in a drcfon. 

Might I entreat some other time to hear yoH 

Speak farther on these subjects ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

With much pleasure. 

SCHOLAR. 

I cannot take my leave without preeentbg 
My book, and begging you to add a word 
In token of your favour. 

MEPHI8T0PHXLB8. 

Certaialy! 

( WrUes and retufw it, J 

scBOliAS» reads. 
Eritis sicut Deus> seientes bonum et tealmn. 

(Sk^ ike boo/', ami reqtHtfvlfy takes leave.} 
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MSFHI8T0PHBLBS* 

Ay^ go thy Ways! and much good may it do thee. 
One day, lor aU thy genius, diou may'st quake 
For haying followed my old friend the serpent. 

FAUST enteri. 
Where now ? 

MEPHISTOPHBIES. 

Where'er you please. Let's take a glance 
First at the little, then the greater world. 
A pleasant and instructive tour ! 

FAUSt. 

My heard 
And awkwardness are drawbacks. Such a visit 
Will only vex and mortify me more; 
For I have no acquaintance with the world. 
Or the world's ways, and never could adapt 
My manners to its rules. I sg^to shrink 
To nothing in society; and really 
I shall be every moment at a loss. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My dearest friend, all this is soon acquired; 
A little self-reliance^ — ^that is all! 

FAUST. 

But how are we to travel? I perceive 
No carriage, horses, servants — 
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MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

Never mind, 
I only have to ^ead my mantle — sof 
'Twill carry us alofl, and through the air^ 
But have no heavy baggage: I can make 
A little hydrogen to draw our car. 
And, being light enough, we shall mount fast. 
I wish 3rou joy of your new way of life ! 



vGooqIc 



A TRAGEDY. 



AUERBACH'S CELLAR IN LEIPZIG. 

A knot of boon companions, 
FROSCH. 

Will no one diink? will no one laugh? 
Long faces are against the law! 
At other times you hlaze like chaffs- 
To-night you are like wetted straw ! 

BRANDER. 

The ftwilt is yours ! i^e miss your old 
Ahsurdities and heastliness. 

t'ROSCH. 

Well, here you have them hoth, — ^behold 1 
(Dashes a glass ofmne over Jus head.) 

BRANDBR. 

You double swine ! 

FROSCH. 

You would no less ! 

8IEBEL. 

Thrust all who with thdr quarrels bore us 
Abroad at once, and sing! singjound 
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With free and opon hearts^ in choru&— 
Au! holla! ho! 

ALTMAYER. 

Distracting sound t 
My ears are split,— a little wool ! 

SIEBEL. 

The roof must ring again, you fool. 
Before you hear the hass. 

FROSCH. 

Yes, yes ? 
Down with all airs and squeamishness ! 
Ah, tara lara da ! 

ALTMAYER. . 

Ah, tara lara daf 

FRO^CH. 

Our throats are now in tune, aha! 



The holy Roman Empire 
How does it hold together? 

BRANDER. 

A very wicked song ! oh fie, sir ! 
Bad and political !— ^ach mom 
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You should thank heaven you were not horn 
To think of Roman empires ! I^ sir 
Would neither he a king nor Kaisar^ 
Nor yet High Chancellor: hut, stay! 
We want a head, — what do you say 
To choose a Pope ? and can you tell 
What qualities will hear the heD ? 

FROscH, iings. 
Fly hence, mistress nightingale. 
And, a thousand times, the tale 
Of my love and duty hear 
To,— I need not tell you where. 
And to whom, — 



SIEBEL. 

Oh nonsense, hush ! 
Ahout your love who cares a rush? 

FR08CH. 

Both kiss and greeting must he sent. 
Now prithee, therefore, rest content. 

Open locks at stilly night. 
Listen to the hope forlorn. 
Hearken how your true love sings. 
Shut again at mom ! 
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8IEBBL. 

Sing on^ and prabe her as you please; 
Your tone will alter by degrees ! 
My time may come to laugh: the jade, 
(I tell you only what is true). 
Has cheated me, and I'm afraid 
Will do as much, at least> for you. 
A goblin groom be her's ! who may 
Upon a cross-road with her play ; 
An old he-goat from Blocksberg give her 
Good night, as he trots home! dehver 
All Christian folks, of flesh and blood. 
From her, and her she-devil-dam: — 
My greeting shall be stones and mud. 
To break iheir windows with! 

BBANDEB, Striking the table. 
I am 
Astonidied! hear me! I propose 
To sing a song to brighten those 
Poor love-^ck swains, so join all round. 
It is the newest to be found. 

A rat resided in a cellar^ 
And kept a busy tooth there. 

Until he got a belly large 
Enough for Doctor Luther i 

But grudging soon her lean and fat. 
The cook laid poisoned marrow. 
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Which he swallowed like the flattest flat^ 
And felt the world get narrow. 
As though he were in love. 

CHORUS. 

As though, &c. 

He hurried here, he hurried there. 

And drank at every pool; 
He gnawed and scratched ahout the house. 

And thought himself a fool. 
Then cut such capers as I think 

Were never cut before. 
And felt his strength and courage sink. 

His heart was very sore ! 

CHORUS. 

As though, &c. 

So crawling to the kitchen, though 

The sun was shining bright. 
He to the cruel cook said ^^ Oh ! 

Take pity on my plight." 
But she, the poison-giving maid. 

Laughed at the dying beast. 
And answered " Yes ! I was afraid 

You would not like my feast." 

CHORUS. 

As though, &c. 

SIEBEL. 

Bah ! how the knaves and boobies crow, 
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Deeming it pleasant sport to place 
Poison for rats, poor things. 

BRANDEB. 

Just so,. — 
I liad forgot, — ^you love the race? 

ALTMAYSB. 

The hald-pate glutton ! Mark how he 
la cowed hy the catastrophe] 
In the swollen rat he sees his own 
Sweet image to the life is shown! 

FAUST AND MEPHISTOPHELES. 

MEPHISTOPHXLES. 

I first must introduce to yon 
A merry and light hearted crew. 
That you may he convinced they pass 
A pleasant life who love a glass. 
These gentlemen, with little wit. 
Have lots of laughing, — there they sit 
Over their hrimming cups, and call 
Not one day not a festiival; 
In narrow circles round they race. 
And keep their tails in constant chase 
Like any kittens ; sorrow-proof. 
If next day headaches hold aloof. 
And their good host will let them run 
A new score v/hile -they owe him one. 
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BRANDSB. 

Just off a joaroey ! that is clear^ 
They look so newly caught^ so queer! 
Arrived within this hour I het. 
But they can scarcely fail to get 
A polish here, for Leipzig sure 
A Paris is in miniature. 

SIEBEL. 

What are the strangers? 

FROSCH. 

In one full 
And flowing humper I will pull. 
As if it were an infant's tooth. 
Out of their beaks the simple truth. 
They seem to be of high descent. 
They look so sour and insolent. 

BRANDER. 

Two mountebanks ! 

ALTMAYER. 

' I think with you. 

FROSCH. 

Now mark how I apply my screw. 

MEPHIST0PH8LES tO FcmsU 

These blockheads do not recognise 
The Devil, though before their eyes. 
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FAUST. 

May we salute you, gentlemen? 

SIEBSL. 

Thanks ! and the same to you again. 

(Aside^ looking at Mephistopheles.J 

That other fellow is a cripple! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Might we propose to take our tipple 

In your society?— our own 

Will hardly make such stuff go do\^Ti. 

ALTMAYER. 

Upon my word! ahem! but these 
Adventurers are ill to please. 

FROSCH. 

You are from Rippach last? perchance 
You may have heard of Father Hans? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We passed him on the road, he bade 

His kind remembrance be conveyed 

To all his relatives ! fbows to Froack.J 

ALTMAYEB, OSide, 

Well done. 
You had it there! 
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SIEBEL. 

A knowing one ! 

PROSCH. 

A moment's patience, — ^give me time, 
I'll liave him sticking in the lime. 

MEPHISTOPHELE& 

We fancied that we could detect 
Some practised voices singing glees; 
The sound must have a fine effect 
In vaulted cellars such as these. 

FROSCH. 

You are a virtuoso? 

MEPHISTOPHELBtS. 

No! • 
Only an amateur or so. 

ALTMAYER. 

Let's have a song. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I'll sing a dozeii ! 

SIEBEL. 

The very newest, — 

K 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Gentle cousin I 
We are direct from Spain, a land 
Where wine and song walk hand in hand. 

Once on a time there was a king 
Who had a huge hlack flea— • 

FROSCH. 

Hear him ! hear him ! that's the thing ; 
A flea 's a fellow for a king! 

MBPHISTOPHBLES Stn^i. 

Once on a time there was a king 

Who had a huge black flea. 
And loved to see the lively thing 

Skip about so merrily ! 
He loved it more than son and heir. 

He sent for his court tailor : — 
^^ Make coat and doublet, and a pair 

Of breeches for this fellow." 

BBANDEB. 

Ha ! ha ! be sure to tell him, sir. 
To measure his new customer 
With special care, that every piece 
May sit without a single crease. 
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His head must answer if he fails 
Even in the fashion of the tails ! 

MBPHISTOPHELES sin^s ogaifi. 
In silk and satin now he goes^ 

Like any gallant drest ; 
He has his rihhons too^ and shows 

A cross apon his hreast 
Now he 's made minister of state. 

And wears the largest star. 
His family grow mighty great, — 

Greater than he hy far. 

The queen, and her court ladies all. 

Think this joke too far carried. 
When scratching is made capital. 

And master flea gets married ! ^-^ 

They dare not ofler to trepan 

A single mother's son. 
But we Moll catch him if we can. 

And dance when it is done ! 



FROSCH. 

Bravo! hravo! 



SIEBEL. 

Let it be 
The same with every future flea ! 
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BBANDBB. 

Catch them ! kill them ! 

ALTlfAYEB. 

Wine and freedom f 
MEPHISTOPHHLES. 

Two fiamous things ! we greatly need 'em. 
And I would pledge you if your first 
Were drinkable — 

SIEBEL. 

May you be curst ! 

MBPHISTOPHRLKB. , 

Our host might take it ill^ or I 
Should feel too happy to supply 
Such worthy fellows with the best 
My cellar can afford. 

SIEBEL. 

You jest ? 
You do not ? — ^very well 1> I take 
The blame upon myself. 

FROSCH. 

But make 
Your promise good, — let's see the stuff; 
And please to let us have enouglij * 
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For my opinion is not sound 

Until some bottles have gone round. 

ALTMAYEB^ (Mtde, 

Yes ! these are merchants from the Rhine. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

A gimlet here ! 

BBANDER. 

With what design ? 
Have you the barrels at the door ? 
Have you not samples of your store ? 

ALTMAYER. 

The landlord's tool chest ! there, behind, — 
Jn it a gimlet you will find. 

MEPHisTOPHELES, taking the gimlet from Frosck. 
Now, choose your wine ! 

FROSCH. 

Extremely kind ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yes ! every man may have his mind. 

ALTMAYER, tO FrOSCh, 

Aha I you lick your lips, old bouse ! 
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FBOSCH. 

Rhine-wine for me, if I must choose ; 
The produce of our Father-land 
Will yield to none. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 
(Boring a hok <U ike edge of An table where Frosci sits.j 
Have wax at haaad 
To stop the holes! 

ALTMAYBB. 

Some Juggler's tricks. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, to Brauder, 
And you? 

BBANDEB. 

Upon Champaigne I fix. 
But sparkling, mind, — I draw a line, . • 

I hate the French, but not thrir wine. 

siEBEL, a$ Mephistophdes approaches. 
With me the acid disagrees: 
A little sweet wine, if you please ! 

MEPHisTOi^HELES, hores ogain. 
For you the luscious Tokay flows. 

ALTMAYER, OAlde, 

I have a mind to pull his nose, — 
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Akud, 
Now^ master^ look me in the face. 
And say you are not quizzing. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 
I? 

With nohle guests in such a place 
I could not take that liberty. 
Make haste^ and say^ since law is law> 
For you what liquor shall I draw? 

ALTMAYER. 

Oh ! any that you please^ but come^ 
This nonsense grows too wearisome. 

(All the holes being bored and stopped. ) 

MEPHI8T0PHELE8, with Strange geitures. 
The vine bears grapes^ 
The he-goat horns! 
Since vines are wood^ 
Say wherefore should 
These boards produce 
No vinous juice I 
Full many shapes 
By nature worn 
Elude the deepest gaze. 
Now each who will,* 
Uncork and fill 
And our rare vintage praise ! 
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ALL. 

Delicious streams^ meander still! 

(A8 ihejf draw the stoppers, the varunu 
wines Jtow into their glasses.) 

MEPHI8T0PHELES. 

Only take care no drop to spill. 

(7*hey drink again, and again. J 

ALL^ singing. 
We are as glad as cannibals^ 
Glad as five hundred swine! 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS^ tO FaUSt. 

These folks are getting merry — 

FAUST. 

Pshaw! 
I am impatient to withdraw. 

MBPHI8T0PHELES. 

Another moment ivill display 
Their beastly natures^ if we stay. 

SIEBBL. 
(Drinks oareUsdgf; — ^ tcine rune over and takes Jire.j 

Help! help! all hell is burning! 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

Down! 
My friendly elements: — ^you clown! 
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Why such an outcry? Oh, for shame. 
That was a drop of mildest flame. 

SISBEL. 

What can it be? — ^you scoundrel stay! 
For this work you shall dearly pay. 

PBOSCH. 

He had not better try it twice. 

▲LTMAYEB. 

To let him go is my advice. 

SISBSL. 

How dare you, sirrah, to provoke us. 
By practising this hocus-pocus? 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Silence, old wine-butt ! 



SIEBEL. 

This is good. 
The broom-stick is becoming rude. 

BBASTBEB, to Mephutopheles. 
Pull up in time, or, by the powers. 
Our blows descend in heavy showers. 
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ALTMAYBB. 

(Draws a dopper^^^ire gushes out upon him.) 

I am on fire! 

SIBBEL. 

Enchantment! thrust, — 
Thrust home, and let him hite the dust. 

(They draw their hmves and attack Mephistopheles.J 

MBPHiSTOPHELBs, witk a grave aspect. 
Erring word! and erring deed! 
Change the mind, and change the place! 
Be here! be there! 

(They stand astonished and regard ecuh other.) 

ALTMAYBR. 

Where am I? — ^What a lovely land! 

FB06CH. 

Fair vineyards! do I see aright? 

SIBBBL. 

Rich clusters there ! upon this hand. 
Within my reach. 

BBANDBB. 

Below the bright 
Green foliage see that splendid vine; 
That noble bunch! it shall be mine! 

(Takes Sid)el by the nose. The oSiers seize 
each other in the same way.) 
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MBPHiSTOPHELSs^ OS before. 
Now Error, now remove the screen. 
And make the devil's expertness seen. 

(VcuMti fvith Fatui.j 

SIBBEL. 

What is it? 

ALTMAYEB. 

How! 

FR06CH. • 

Is that your snout? 

BBANDEB, to Siebel. 
And this I have is yours, no doubt? 

ALTlfAYBB. 

A shock went through each nerve and vein ; 
Give me a seat, — I sink — 

FBOSCH. 

Explain! 
Oh, what has happened? 

SIEBEL. 

Is he fled? 
The rascal is as good as dead. 
If I can catch him. — 
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AJLTMAYBB. 

Did you ask? 
I saw him lettve ihe cellar-ddor 
Careering on a cask! 
My feet are heavier than lead. 

If running still, I'll have scune more. 

SIEBIL. 

'Twas all a good-fo^nothing trick; 
Heaven help me, I am growing sick ! 

BBANDBB. 

Where are the grapes? ^ 

Al/TMAYBB. 

Well, after this, 
No miracle can come amiss. 
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WITCH KITCHEN. 

On a low hearth^ a large boiler hanging over the Jire : various 
Jigwres appear in the vapour that riaes from U : a female 
monkey-cai sita skimming the pot^ and taking care it does 
not boil over: the rnale monkey-cat with the young ones, 
warming himself: the tcaJUs^ ceilings^ ^. adorned with 
strange devices. 

FAUST, MEPHISTOPHELES. 

FAUST, 

This stupid witch^work filla me with disgust. 

And is repugnant to my reason. Say^ 

Can what we seek for he ohtained in all 

This insane ruhhish? Can I profit hy 

Old woman's counsel? Can tliis puddle*hi:oth 

Take thirty years at least from off my head? 

If you know nothing hetter, woe is me! 

Hope is extinguished^ for where nature fails. 

In union with a high intelligence. 

To find the halsam, how shall this succeed? 

MEPHISTOPHELE^. 

I am rejoiced to hear you once a^in 
Speak like a man of sense: there is indeed 
One natural method of restoring youth. 
But the receipt is in another hook. 
It is a wondrous chapter! 

L 
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FAUST. 

I will know itf 

MBPHI8T0PHELB8. 

If without gold^ a doctor^ or the help^ 

Of necromantic agencies yea wish 

For renovation^ hasten to the fields. 

Begin to delve and hew; confine yourself^ 

You and your thoughts^ within a nanow circle. 

Live upon simple fare: become a sort 

Of beast among the beasts; deem it no crime 

Yourself to dung the acres which you reap; 

This is a way pursuing which a man 

Might creep to eighty without growing old. 

I am not used to this* I woidd not hke^ — 
Would not know how^ — to wield an axe and spade 
I could not bear a sp contracted life. 

MBPHI8T0PHKLB8. 

Then to the witch perforce you must apply* 

FAUST. 

But why to an old woman? cannot you 
Yourself prepare the drug? 

MBPHISTOPHKLBS* 

A pretty pastime f 
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I would far "SOoner build a thousand bridges. 

The highest art and «kill^ without the aid 

CWT patience^ are unequal to the work ; 

A quiet spirit toils unseen for years^ 

Long years^ till time subdues the fermentation. 

And makes the liquor strong. The substances 

To be made use of aore remarkable^ 

And though the de^ instructs her tn the procei^, 

He cannot make the article; he fails 

In the executiYe<department: 

'fLoMng at the nwnkey^th.j 

Seel 
My int^esting pets! the lady this^ 
And that the gentleman! 

(To them.) 
Your mistress seems 
'To be from home at present? 

THE MONKEY CATS. 

She is gone 

To pick a bone 

Out at the chimney conierl 

HBPHISTOPHBLE& 

How long does she maintain her revel? 

THE MONKEY CATS. 

Until we can toast our paws ! 
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MSPHISTOPHELES^ tO FttUit. 

How do you like the tendeif little things? 

. FAUST. 

Detestable! 

MBPHISTOPHBLES. 

Nay! nay! a t^te-a-t^te 
Like this is channing. Nothing can be more so. 

(Tdtke monkBjf*eaM, 
Inform me instantly^ damned puppets!. 
What are you stirring in? 

THE MONKEY CATS. 

Little matter that in troth I 
This is only beggars' broth! 

MBPHISTOPHELBS. 

Your stock will hardly answer the demand. 

(The male monkey-cat draws near, and rvbs Mmsdf 
ttgainst Mqohistopifeles.J 

MALE MONKEY CAT. 

Master! master! throw the dice. 
Ere she come, aiid in a trice 
Make me rich, and let me win; 
I am poor, and very thin ! 
And a fool, if nothing worse; 
But if you will fill my purse. 
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I shall be both wise and witty> 
Therefore throw the diee in pity ! 

MBPHI8T0PHBLB8. 

How lucky would the creature think itself 
If it could stake upon the lottery. 

CThe younff monkejf-eats, wio haw been playing with 
a large ball^ now roll it forward,) 

MALE IfOMKBY HiT. 

See the pretty dears^ how they 
With the earth-globe sport and play? 
How it rolls, and never ceases. 
Rings like glass, and breaks in pieces. 
It is hollow: mark it! mark! 
Here it shines, and there is dark. 
Ah what fun ! 
Dearest son ! 
By and bye 
You must die. 
I am sorry for your sake. 
Earthen-ware is apt to break! 

MBPHISTOPHBLES. 

For what t^e sieve? 

THE MALE ^NKEY CAT, tthklT^ it doWfl. 

If you be Aft thief or no. 
This old sieve will quickly show! 
(Runs to the female monkey-oat^ and makes her look through it.) 
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Come! look through this prince of sieves^^ 
Tell me if these two -are thieves! 

M1PRI8T0PHXLB8. 

What is this? 

THE TWO MONKEY CATS. 

Stupid sot! 
Not to know the witches pot. 
Not to know the kettle! 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Ill-hred monkeys ! -^^ 

THE MALE MONKEY CAT. 

Take the fan; 
Sit! and sit still if yon can! 

(Makes Mepkistopieles sit d€w?n.j 

PAUST, 
( Who has been standing be/ore a mkror^ nofw ffomg dose vp to it^ 

now drawing hatk.) 
What do I see? what heavenly mould appears 
In this enchanted mirror? Love! oh love! 
Lend me your swiftest wings, that I may fly 
To where she is: alas! when I go nearer 
A rising dimness makes all indistinct; 
I see her only as an ill-defined 
And distant ohject through a gathering haze. 
Most beautiful type of woman! can it be? 
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Is't possible that woman is so fair? 
In that recumbent form is heaven at once 
Brought all within the compass of my sight? 
Oh! is there such divinity on earth? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No wonder when you think who fagged himself 
For six long days^ and finally said ^ bravo!* 
That something has emerged wor^h looking at. 
Gaze on till you are tired. Perhaps I can 
Procure you such a treasure, and indeed 
He will be more than happy who brings home 
So sweet a creature as his bride, 
(FcMut oovdinuesfnjkiiifg eamedly in ihe mirror^ Mepkistopheles 
sits hack in tm/bhair^ playing with ihe fan.) 
Methinks 
I sit here like a king upon the throne; 
This is my sceptre, but, — a diadem — 
(The monhey-oatSy who have been playing strange tridcs^ bring 
forward a crown, tvith a wHd yell.) 

MONKEY CATS. 

Will you be so good 
As with sweat and blood 
This crazy crown to glue! 
( They present it awkwardly: it breaks in pieces; they frisk about 
wOh ihe fragments.) 
It is just as well! 
But you must not tell. 
She'd beat us black and blue! 
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FAUST^ at the mirror. 
My bead is going round ! 

IfBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

My own, I fear. 
Is far from steady. 

FAITST. 

And my heart is burning 
Come ! let us quickly hence. 

MBFHisTOPHBLBs, lookifig ot the monkey-cats. 

Can any on& 
Deny that these are poets ? 

f The hetde, tcMch ihe female numheif-^iat 1ms been ne-. 
glecUng^ boUs over: a great /lame rushes up the 
ikmmey: the ufitch descends wiA a hud cry, J 

WITCH. 

Au ! au ! au ! 
Careless and accursed Sow ! 
Leave the kettle, and allow 
Fire to scathe me ? 
(Seeing Faust and MejikistopheUs.) 

Ha ! what next ? 
What is this? who are these? 
(Runs to ihe pot with ihe skimming ladle, and throws 

Jlame upon Faust, Mephistopheles, and the mon- 

ketf-oaU: the eats scream^) 



vGooqIc 



A TBAOSBY. 117 

There ! may all your bones be vext 
With the fire-pain ! 

MBPHIST0PHBLB8. 

As ypu please ! 
CFhuriskea tief<m^ and sweeps dowu Utejan and gUutes,) 

Down- goes the glass. 

Here comes the liquor, — 

See, you old ass. 

How the flames flicker! 

Hear how my bass 

Keeps time to your 

Spirited oyerture! 
(The WiU^ starts ba^ in rage and astonishment. J 
Dost thou not know me, hag? thou scare-crow! thou 
Bundle of old dry bones! not know thy lord. 
Thy lord and master? what is to prevent me 
From smashing thee and all thy monkey-cats? 
For the red jerkin hast thou no respect? 
Nor the cock's feather? am I in a mask? 
Must lannounce myself by name, tliou beldam? 

WITCH. 

Oh, master, pardon such a rude reception! 
And yet I do not see the cloven hoof. 
And where are your two ravens? 

MBPHI8T0PHELES. 

Well, for once. 
It may be overlooked: — ^we have been strangers, 
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And I^ who keep good company^ am licked 
Like all the rest^ into a smoother shape. 
The northern phantom with his hoofs^ tail, claws, 
. as disappeared, and on the cloven foot. 
As it might injure me, I wear high shoes 
This many a day, and, like some younger men. 
Sport padded calves: — a wonderful invention! 

WITCH, dancing, 
I am beside myself with very joy 
To see old Satan look so young. 

IfBPHISTOPHELBS. 

The name, 
I do beseech you, woman, spare me that 

WITCH. 

But why? what mischief has it ever done you? 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

In children's books it has been always used. 
But people who grow up are none the better. 
They lose sight of the Evil one, but if 
Evil themselves they conmionly remain so. 
Then call me Baron, — that will do as well: 
I am a cavalier with cavaliers. 
And if you doubt my nobleness of blood, 
I can convince you: — are you satisfied? 

(StruU about im a ridicubms maimer. J 
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wiTCH^ latighing immodenxtdy. 
Ha! ha! it is your way; you are a knave. 
As you have always been. 

MEPHISTOPHELES^ tO Fau$t. 

Take lessons, friend. 
This is the mode in which we manage witches. 

witch; 
What will your honours take? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

An honest glass 
Of what you know, and let it be your oldest; 
Age gives it double strength. 

WITCH. 

Most willingly. 
Here is a bottle which I sometimes taste. 
And which has nearly lost the smell it had, 
I will with pleasure pour you out a glass. 

Aside, ^ 

But should this mortal drink it unprepared. 
You are aware he cannot live an hour. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

He is a friend of mine: — ^'twill do him good, 
I make him welcome to the very best 
Your kitchen can afford, so draw your circle. 
And say your say, and let him have a bumper! 
(TJie wHek, wUk many ttrange ceremonies^ draws a circle : the 
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glasKs begin to fvig^ a»d ike hetUe boils in concert: she 
brings a large boo^ and makes a desk of some ofihe monkey- 
oats,, while others hold torches. — She then beckons to 
Faust.) 

FAVfft, to MephUtopheles. 
No! telLme first the meaning of these dull 
And vapid mummeries, — ^they now excite 
No feelings, but of hatred and di^ust. 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

Indeed? — ha! ha! but condescend this once 
For she is of the faculty, and must 
Perform its hocus-pocus, that the draught 
May have a salutary action Here! 

(Forces Faust into the circle.) 

WITCH, reading with emphasis. 
Out of one 
Take ten. 

And let two begone ; 
You are then 
Rich if three 
Make all right again! 
Then from four and one. 
And from three times twain 
Take eight, take seven. 
Odds are even! 
Nme make one. 
Ten are none. 
This the witch's one tiine one ! 
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FAUST. 

The crone must be delirious. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

There is more, — 
It is not nearly finished; the whole book 
Is full of the same doggerel^ as I know^ 
For I have wasted not a little time 
In spelling through it. Nonsense when complete 
Is quite as good a puzzle for the wise 
As for that strong majority^ the foolish. 
My friend ! there are two lights, — the old and new ; 
The first is still preferred, and it has been. 
By three and one, by one and three, the fashion, 
In every age, to widen the domain 
Of error, not of truth. Men are mere parrots. 
Who learn by rote, and evermore repeat 
The same trite lessons, faithfully believing. 
That, when they hear the usual words pronounced. 
There is a meaning which they imderstand. 
And that all other words are damnable. 
The fools are not worth thinking of! 

WITCH. 

The lofty might 
Of knowledge lies 
Concealed from human sight. 
And none are wise, — 
Or only such 
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As neyer look 

Before thetr noses, ^ 

Nor in* a book! 

FAUST. 

What is she nmng of? — ^it splits my head, 
I seem to hear a hundred thousand fools 
Shouting in chcmis. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

Now enough, great Sybil, 
Produce thy drink, and fiU without delay 
The beaker to the brim : it will not hurt 
This firiend of mine, for his are high d^rees. 
And he has taken many powerfol draughts. 
(The witch, witk wuu^ ceremo ni e s , fiUi and preserUs the eup to 
Faust. As he raises it to Ms head a Ughtfaam plays upon 
the suffaee, amd he hesitates,) 
Make haste! make haste! it will rejoice your hearty 
Are you at 'thou and thou* with me, the Devil, 
And boggling at a little harmless flame ? 

(The witdk umdoes the circle, and Faust steps out. J 

WITCH, to FatMt. 
I humbly hope the drink will do you good. 

MBPHISTOPHELES, tO the Wttch. 

Tell me on Walpurgis night 

How I can oblige you — f^o Faust) Come ! 
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WITCH, giving him a Bong. 
Please accept of this, it might 
Be a pleasant air to hum. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Come away instantly! you must perspire. 

To make this dose go through and through your fi^nnir. 

Thereafter I will teach you to enjoy 

The privilege of indolence and ease. 

Dan Cupid likewise will he soon astir. 

And hopping to and firo like any thing, 

PAUST, going to the mirror. 
Let me hut gaze another moment here. 
The image was so exquisite. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No! no! 
You presently shall have all womankind 
Pass in review hefore you. 

Aside, 

Silly fellow! 
With this stuff in him he will see a Helen 
In every one who wears a petticoat 
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STREET. 

FAUST, MARGARET. 

PAU8T. 

r Pair la4ly, will you take my arm, 
L And suffer me to see you home? 

V 

IfABOARST. 

Am neither fair nor yet a lady,* 
Can find my way home for myself. 

CDisengoffes hertdfi and passes on.) 

FAVBT. 

By Heaven but she is passing fair. 
With such a soft retiring air. 
So good, so graced, nor the less 
With a slight dash of sauciness. 
The ruby of her lips, the light 
That seemed to radiate from her bright 
And blooming face, — the way in which 
She veiled her dove eyes with their rich 
Soft silken lashes> and looked down. 
So different from some in town. 
Have gone directly to my heart: 
And then so spirited, so smart! — 
Oh she is ravishing: — 

(Mephistophdes appears suddenly,} 
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That maid^ — 
She must be mine^ and by your aid! 

MBPHI8T0PHELBS. 

What maid? 

FAUST. 

The one who is gone by 
This moment^ sir ! 

MSPHISTOPHELBS. 

I dare not try : — 
She has been at confession^ she 
From all her sins is just set free; 
I crept beside the chair^ and smiled 
To hear what she called sins^ poor child: 
She is mere innocence^ and there 
My power extends not. 

PAUST. 

Yet I swear 
She is a woman ! 



. MEPHISTOPHBLBS. 

You express 
Yourself like that old wickedness 
Who fain would rifle every rose. 
And has the madAess to suppose 
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That honour is an idle word. 
And all within his reach, — ahsiird! 

FAUST. 

My worthy master, you are hent 
On heing grave and eloquent! 
But let this fine eulogium cease. 
And with your doctrines rest in peace. 
She must be in my arms to-night. 
If not, our compact has an end. 

HEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Reflect a moment! is this quite 
Within the bounds of reason, friend? 
A fortnight's space were short enough 
To find occasions, and 

FAUST. 

Break off! 
In half as many hours as you 
Are asking days, without a clew 
From any devil, I could find 
My way to such a simple mind. 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

Now this is bad enough for France ; 
Reflect that crosses best enhance 
The joys of love: — ^the puppets first 
By fantasy must have been nursed. 
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And danced and dandled^ as we read 
In old Italian tales. 

FAUST^ contemptuously. 
Indeed! 

MBPHI8T0PHELB8. 

In sober sadness, and without 

The slightest wish to give offence, 

I tell you once for all, I doubt 

If we can hurt such innocence: 

But, this is certain, he will lose 

His labour who not gently woos. 

She is like tender flowers that fold 

Their leaves up, when the. wind grows bold. 

FAUST. 

Give me but something that has been 
The angel's, — ^her white bosom screen. 
Or what you will, and show the road 
That brings me to her blest abode! 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

That you may see I entertain 
An earnest wish to soothe your pain. 
This very day I take you where 
The maiden rests. 

FAUST. 

And is she there? 
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MBPHI8T0PHELE8. 

No! she is at a neighbour's house; 
And the brief interval allows 
A stolen visits when you may 
Find food for dreams, — 

PAUST. 

Oh come away! 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

It is too early. 

FAUST. 

Get a present. (Exit.) 

MBPHI8T0PHELB8. 

A present, bravo! — ^if it is'nt 
The way to win her! — let me see, 
I know where long lost treasures be ; 
\ I know rare places! — I must peep 
In all the nooks where jewels sleep. 
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EVENING. 

A neat little rwm. 

MARGARET^ 
( XJvhmdmg and braiding her hair.) 
I think I would give something now 
To know that stranger's name. His air 
Was nohle, and his lofty hrow 
Alone would ample witness hear 
That he is of an ancient line. 
His holdness was another sign. (Exit, J 

MEPHISTOPHELES, FAUST. 

MBPHISTOPHBLSS. 

Now! come in softly! ^ 

FAUST. 

I entreat 
Leave me alone. 

MEPHISTOPHELES^ (looking round.J 

Few girls so neat! ' (Exit. J 

PAUST, (sdtts, looking round.) 
Welcome, sweet twilight! that in silence weavest 
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Thy threads of amice-grey to form a veil 
To throw around this holiest of shrines. 
Take full possession of my heart, ye sweet 
Anxieties of love, your delicate 
And languishing existence, who sustain 
On Hope's etherial dew! — ^how all around. 
The spirit hreathes of order, stillness, peace ! 
What plenty in this poverty ! — ^what bliss 
In this obscure retreat! 

(Seats himtd/in a kaihem chair by tie bed, J 

Receive me now with ever-open arms. 

As thou hast calmly done the joys, the sorrows 

Of generations past! How many blithe 

And happy children round this father-throne 

Have clustered with delight! Yes, hore perhaps 

She may have kissed her grandsire's withered hand 

With her young lips in untaught gratitude. 

For some religious lesson, or some gift! 

I feel, dear maid, the spirit of conjoined 

Fulness and order whispering about. 

Which prompts thee, mother-like, to spread the white 

And rustling cloth upon the homely board. 

While the sand crackles under thy light foot. 

Oh dearest one! so angel like! a cottage 

With thee were heaven,—- «nd here! 

(Raises the bed curkun.J 

What blissful tremor 
Pervades me! I would linger here for hours! 
Nature! in some light morning dream the thought 
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Of such an angel flashed upon thee!-»here 

The infant ]ay^ its little bosom filled 

With the waim life^ and here did that express 

That faultless image of the Deity 

With purest operation work itself 

To ftJl development ! what brought thee here ? 

How deeply am I moved! what wouldst thou here ? 

Why does thy heart grow heavy ? ah, poor Faust, 

I can no longer xecognise thee thus ! 

Am I surrounded by an atmosphere 

Of new enchantment ? I was in a flame 

Of fierce desire, and now I feel dissolved 

In dreams of gentle love ! are we the sport 

Of every motion of the passing air ? 

If in this moment she should enter, how 

For this wouldst thou atone ? alas, how small. 

How less than little wouldst thou feel thyself. 

In her pure presence fading at her feet. 

MEPHisTOPHBLES, re-appearing. 
Make haste I I see her coming in below. 

FAUST. 

Away! away! and never to return. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Here is a casket : it is heavyish} 

I got it somewhere else, — ^no matter where. 

Place it in that old cabinet, I vow 
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That it will have a wonderful ^^t. 
I put these baubles in it for another 
Whom I desired to gain, — but play is play. 
And children will be children. 

FAUST. 

Let me think, 
I do not know? — Shall, — shall I? 

MEPH18T0PHBL1S. 

Do you ask? 
Perhaps you wish to keep the casket? — ^Well! 
I counsel you, in that case, for the future 
To spare my trouble and your own, and cease 
To play the gallant. • I sincerely hope 
You are not avaricious, — ^if you are, 
I scratch my head and rub my hands. 

(Places the oMbei in the cabinet and shuts the door. J 

But come ! 
Away at once, if you would have the sweet 
Young creature moulded to your will and wishes. 
You look, for all the world, as when you were 
Stuck up in your old lecture-room with that 
Grim pair, the Physics and the Metaphysics, 
As large as life before you,—- come along! 

(Eaeunt.j 

MARGABBT, with a lamp. 
It feels so sultry and so close ! 

(Opens the window,) 



^f 
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And yet the outer air 10 cool! 

I wish my mother home ; — ^Heaiven knows 

I am indeed a timid fool ! 

I feel I know not how,— a thrill 

Of something 9eefm» my veins to fill. 

(SMe tiagt as she undresses,} 

I. 
There was a kmg in Thule, 

True> constant to the grma. 
To whom fti golden heaker 

His dying lady garve. 

He val«ied none so h^dy. 

It held his wine at banquet. 
His eyes were^ filled with tears 

As often as he drank it. 

III. 
And when he came to die 

He comited every city. 
And grudged the next king none. 

But sighed " It were a pity," 

rv. 
'' A pity he should have 

This sacred relic, he ;" 
Then from his turret flung 

The wine-cup in the sea. 

N 
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V. 

He saw the beaker sinking. 
And drinking in the sea. 

His heavy eyes were failing ; 
He whispered '' where is she?" 

(She opens <fte oabmet and ditooven the casket.} 

How came that showy casket there ? 
I am quite sure I shut the press, — 
It is surprising!— -who can guess 
What it contains of rich an^ rare? 
Perhaps a pledge which some one bade 

My mother keep until but see! 

Tied to a silken string the key! 
Though I am more than half afraid. 
May I not venture? — ^Yes, I will! 
Oh Heaven ! what is this sudden blaze 
That in an instant seems to fill 
The room with light? in all my days 
I never saw the like! of such 
The highest lady might be vain 
At festival, — ^I wonder much 
If I would look well in the chain,— 
I wonder whose they are! 

(Puts them on and waUa before the glass, J 

How fine! 
Were but the lovely earnings mine ! 
They give one quite another air. 
And these are beauties that will wear. 
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Poor youth and beauty! you are made 

So much of for a day, then fade! 

Are praised, but with a proud compassion. 

For gold alone is now in fashion. 

To gold all turn. 

For gold all burn, 

Alas, for us the poor ones ! 
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PUBLIC WALK. 

FAUST pacing about m deep tkougit 
MEPHISTOPHELES. 



MEFHIST0PHEUK8. 

By unrequited love ! — Hell's dements. 
By — ^by— I widi that I had something else. 
And worse, to swear by! 

FAUST. 

What can be the. matter? 
In all my life I never saw a face 
So terrible till now. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Would give myself 
To the devil straightway, were I not the deviL 

FAUST. 

Is something with your head amiss? I like 
To see yon play the madman V 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Only think! 
\ The jewels which for Gretta were procured 
\ A priest has carried off! — ^the mother saw them^ 
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And presently began to smell a rat. 

She has a curioud nose, — k always snuffing. 

With an old prayar-book under it, at all 

The moveables about the house, to try 

If they be holy or profane. She knew 

At once there was no blessing with the casket. 

*' My child," she cried, "unrighteous gain like this 

Ensnares the soul, and feeds upon the blood ; 

Let us devote it to the holy Virgin, 

And she will send us manna from above." 

At this your little Margaret made a lip. 

Thinking " whoever may have kindly brought it 

Cannot be godless ;"— but the mother sent 

For their old confessor, who had no sooner 

Heard the whole story, than he stroked his chin. 

And, looking most benignant, drawled " well done!" 

This is the genuine spirit, — who thus conquer 

Shall have great gain ! — ^the Church has a good stomach. 

And has devoured whole monarchies without 

The slightest surfeit:— verily, good woman. 

The Church alone digests ill-gotten gold." 

FAUST. 

I rather think that the accomplishment 

Is not so rare: your Jews— your kings, can do it! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So saying he swept necklace, band, and ring 
Into his pouch like mushrooms, thanking them 



vGooqIc 



138 PAU8T, 

Nor more nor less than if he had received 
A bag of hasel^nuts^ and shuffled oif^ 
Mumbling about>-^" all heavenly rewards ;* 
So the good women were much edified. 

FAUST. 

And Margaret? 



MBPHIStOiraBLBS. 

Is rather restless now; 
She knows not what to do^ nor what to thinks 
Her head is Ml of nothing but the jewels^ 
And him who may have brought them, 

FAUST. 

Her distress 
Affects me deeply. Get me a new set 
Of jewels, and far finer ones ! the first 
Were not so wouderftd. 

ITBPHISTOPHILBS. 

Undoubtedly ' 
It is mere child's play to the gentleman! 

FAUST. 

Do this without delay!-— do every thing 
That should be done without directions,— go ! 
Visit the neighbour, be an active Devit,-^ 
Fetdi the new casket here! 
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IfBPHISTOPHBLES. 

Yes^ gracious sir^ 
With all my heart. I hasten to obey. 

(E^ FaU8T.> 

A so enamoured fool would puff the sun^ 
The moon^ and all the stars away^ to make 
A summer mom's amusement for his love. 

(Ktit.J 
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THE NEIGHBOUR'S HOUSE. 

MARTHA, ofone. 
May Heayen forgive my dearest spouse 
For his desertion! — lie allows 
Himself all licence^ while I draw 
My life out here on sordid straw. 
Alone and friendless:, yet 1 ne'er 
Did any thing to give him care. 
And loved him well : He may he dead ! 

(Ske weeps,) 

And I a widow!-— cruel fate! 
Oh agony! I wish I had 
Two lines of a ccrti — fi— cate! 

MARGARET enters. 
Dame Martha ! 

MARTHA. 

Gretta, is it you ? 

MABOARBT. 

My knees are bending. In the press 
This moment I have found a new 
Casket of ebony, no less. 
With jewels stored, of which the worst 
Are far superior to the first. 
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ILUCTHA. 

You must not tell your mofdiery— 

MABGABBT. 

No,— 
But only look ! 

(MaHha deeh Jmr vM tkejewek.J 
I dare not show 
Myself with tiiese things in the street. 
Nor yet at church. 

MARTHA. 

Come here, you sweet 
And lucky creature, when you may. 
And wear your jewels once a-day. 
To see them in the glass will please. 
And in a while, and hy degrees. 
You may produce them, first a chain, 
A pendant next, a ring again. 
At merry-makings, where your mother 
Will not observe, or if she do. 
May, in one manner or another. 
Be put off for a time, — 

MABOARBT. 

But who 
Could bring both caskets? I have strong 
Suspicion there is something wrong. 

(A knockmgf at the door. J 

Oh dear! is that my mother? 
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MARTHA^ 

(Lookimg through the ettrtwL,) 

No! 
It is a stranger.-— Sir^ come in ! 

MEPHISTOPHELEa enters. 
Excuse me^ ladies, that I've been 
So bold as to intrude :— 

(Steps back retpedfuUgfrom Margaret, j 

with Dame 
Schwerdein I wished to speak* 

MABTHA. 

The same. 
Sir, I am she, may I intreat . 
You will be pleased to take a seat ? 
And let me know,— 

MEPHISTOPHELES, oside to her, 
I may not use 
Such freedom now : I came with news, 
But,^-as you have a noble guest, — 
I now withdraw to call again 
At mid-day, ma'am ! 

MARTHA, aUmd, 
A pleasant jest! 
Think, child!— of all things on this earth 
He fancies you of noble birth ! 
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MABOABBT. 

I am a poor young girl^— -those fine 
And sparkling jewels are not mine. 
The gentlemaKi is too polite. 

MBPHI8T0PHBLB8. 

It was not these^ though they are hright, 
You have a manner and a mien 
Such as -are very seldom seen. 
How glad I am I may remain ! 

MABTBA. 

I feel impadenty— -pray explain! 

MBPHI8T0PHBLB8. 

I wish my tidings better were; 
You must not hate the messenger; 
Your husband is deceased^ and I 
Bring you his &rewell: do not cry! 

MABTHA. 

Deceased^ good soul ! oh blessed saint! 
My husband dead? I faint! I faint! 

MABOABBT. 

Hold up^ good Martha. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

Will you hear 
The sad recital? 



vGooqIc 



144 FAUSI, 

MAB#AS1T. 

Ah! tke fear 
Of sucjb a losfr wUl make me fcky 
That I may uerer loye. 

Nayl nay! 
For gaiety soec^eda to gne£. 
And tears are c&en. a* relief. 

MABTHA. 

Relate^ kind sir^ the clomug scene. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

He died in Padua^ a&d. haa been 
Interred at the GaUiedral Dome 
Of St. Antonio :— a'er hia bed 
The churcVs blessings haye been said. 
So he is cool, and quite at' home. 



MARTHA. 

But you are charged with something ? 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

Yes! his 
Huge and heavy prayer tha4;. you 
Would make them sing three hundred masses, 
I fear his coins were rather few! 
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MABTHA, 

What! not a ducat for a token? 
No trinket for his poor heart-broken 
Deserted widow? — every man^ 
The meanest working artizan^ 
Preserves a taifle in the comer 
Of his safe pocket for the mourner, 
Though starving^ begging,— 

MEPHIST0PHBLS8. 

Very sad ! 
Yet Schwerdtlein was a careful man. 
And if the times^ had not been bad, — 
Extremely bad, — ^I think I can 
Assure ^ou he would not have failed. 
You cannot think hdw he bewailed 
His inability. 



MABOABET. 

Hard fate! 
I will myself some requiems sing 
For his soul's peace, — ^unfortunate! 
Alas for such! 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ah ! this will bring 
A rich reward, and make you get 
A husband soon. • 
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MABOABST. 

Oh no! not yet, 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

If not a hu8band5 y«t at least 
A lover, — 

MARTHA. 

Tell me! — ^the deceased,- 
What did he say? 

MBPHI6T0PHELES. 

I stood beside 
The paQet upon which he died; 
It was half putrid straw, but he 
Like a gpod Christian left this life 
Exclaiming, " Ah^ my dearest wife. 
For quitting you how I detest 
My cruel self !— oh dearest ! best ! 
The thought is killing me,— -could I 
But have your pardon ere I die." 



MARTHA, weeping. 
The worthy man ! I swear to heaven 
For that he has been long forgiven. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

** But she was more to blame than F'- 
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MARTHA. 

He lied!— H30 near the grave to lie ! 

MEPHISTOPHELE& 

Yes, he grow ferbulous indeed 
Tow'rds the conclusion, for he said, — 
" First to beget, and then to feed 
Some squalling brats, has been my trade, 
A pleasant occupation I — ^yes, 
I ate no <arast m quietness." 

MABTHA. 

Did he forget, the wretched one. 
How much I had endured and done ? 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

No ! you were ever in his head, 

'^ As o'er the deep our vessel sped 

From Malta," he went on to say, 

" I fervently began to pray 

For my dear wife and children, — whence 

It pleased a gracious Providence 

To make a Turkish brigantine. 

With the great Sultan's treasure, om-s. 

Valour in such auspicious hours 

Has its reward, and part was mine !" 

MARTHA. 

Eh ! what ! he probably might bury 
The treasure somewhere ? — 
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MEPBISTOPHELES. 

It is very 
Uncertain where the four winds may 
Have hlown it by this time of day. 
In Naples he was walking quite 
Alone^ and looking strange, one night. 
When a fair lady with him fell 
In love, and he with her as well. 
She was so constant and so kind, 
And left such proofs of it behind ! 

MABTHA. 

The blackguard ! the base reprobate ! 
To rob his own at such a rate ! 
Could all our sad and sorry cheer 
Not check his scandalous career? 



MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

But therefore he is dead, you see ! 
So, my dear madam, to be free. 
Mourn for one modest year, and keep 
A. look out for a new John-sheep. 

MABTHA. 

Ah me I another like the first 
Hope find on earth I hardly durst. 
There was no easier fool than mine. 
Although he had a trick of straying. 
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And loved strange women, foreign wine. 
And that infernal hazard-playing! 

MEPHI8T0PHELES. 

All had heen well^ I have no doubt. 
If he had overlooked about 
As many of your small faux-pas. 
Prepare a contract with the clause. 
And I myself will change a ring. 

MARTHA. 

The gentleman is bantering ? 

MBPUISTOPHELES, OSide. 

I must be off,— the tender bird 
Will take the Devil at his word ; 

(To Margaret) 
And you, — ^how is your heart ? 

MARGARET. 

My heart ? 
I do not understand. 

MBPHISTOPHELES, €iside. 

Thou art 
An unperverted child. — 

Aloud. 

Farewell I 
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MAR6ABET. 

Farewell, m ! 

MABTHA. 

Stop a moment-rrtell, . 
Oh tell me how I could procure 
Some evidence to make me sure. 
I love to be correct, — ^his death 
Should be gazetted. — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

By my faith 
You shall have witnesses ; a friend 
Of mine will on the judge attend 
To-morrow with me, — ^we are both 
Ready to take our solemn oath :-*- 
I'll bring him here :— 

MARTHA. 

By all means,— do ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

And this young lady, — will she too 
Remain to meet us ? — ^he has seen 
The world, and with great people been. 

MARGARET. 

Alas, for me, I am not used 

To company, — should get confiised. 



vGooQle 



A TRAGEDY. 151 



MBPHISTOPHELES. 

Before no king on earth ! 

MARTHA. 

We shall 
Expect you both at even-fall 
In my own little garden there 
Behind the house, below the stair. 
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STREET. 
FAUST, MEPHISTOPHELES. 

FAUST. 

How is it? will it do? and soon? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh bravo ! 
I hope you are on fire, for she is yours 
Upon the instant. Yes ! you are to meet her 
This very evening at the neighbour's house, — 
At Mistress Martha's, — ^trust me, my good friend, 
A woman of a thousand for our purpose. 

FAUST. 

Well, well ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But something must be done for this. 

FAUST. 

One service claims another in requital. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We have to make a solemn deposition 
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That in a consecrated ground at Padua 
Her husband has been buried : — that is all. 

PAUST. 

Extremely clever ! — so we have a long 
And tedious journey to accomplish first? 

MBPHISTOPHELSS. 

Sancta simplieitasl — No, not at all ; 

You may depose to that important fact 

Without much further knowledge, — ^may you not? 



PATJ8T. 

If you have nothing better to suggest 
The plan is broken short. 

MSPHISTOPHBLSS. 

My pious Doctor! 
Is it the first time in your life that you 
llaveTom false testimony? — Have you not, — 
Of God, the world, and every thing therein. 
Of man, and all that in his head and heart 
Is ever active, — ^with exceeding skill. 
With a bold brow and an undaunted heart. 
Doled out your definitions? while in truth. 
Rightly considered, those are things of which 
You must confess you know as much, as little, 
As-of friend Schwerdtlein's death. 
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FAUST. 

You will remain 
What you now are, — ^a sophist and a liar. 

MBPHI8T0PHELBS. 

Yes! if one did not look a little deeper ; 
To-morrow, for example, you will make 
A fool of this poor Ghretta, in all honour. 
Swearing eternal truth. 

PAU8T. 

And from my heart ! 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

So ! mighty good ! and you will speak at large 
Of never-ending love, of overpowering 
And all-engrossing passion. Will that too 
Come straightway from the heart ? - 

FAUST. 

Silence! it will. 
If for the feeling, for the strong emotion 
That rules my inmost heing, I still seek. 
But cannot find, a name, then range anew. 
With all my faculties, through all creation, 
And seize the highest words, and call the flame 
By "which I am devoured, now and for ever, — 
Eternal, — undecaying, can it be 
Mere devilish delusion ? 
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MEPHI8T0PHKLB8. 

I am right! 

FAUST. 

Hear me! mark this I and once for all, because. 
In future, I would spare my lungs. Whoever 
Asserts that he i» right, and has a voice. 
May do so certainly,-^! do not care. 
So come along, for I am sick of this 
Vain altercation. Have it as you will! ^ 
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THE GARDEN. 

MARGARET with FAUST, MARTHA wUh MEPHISTO- 
PHELES, passistg and repassing. 

MARGARET. 

I feel it well, you mock me now. 
And you are saying this, I trow. 
In ridicule. It is the tone 
I In which all travellers are known 
To praise and flatter; well I ween, 
One who so much has heard and seen. 
Can find but little in my poor 
And simple prattle. 

FAUST. 

Oh, be sure. 
One look from you, one word is worth 
The gathered wisdom of the earth. 

(Kisses her hand. J 

MARGARET. 

No! no! how can you? — ^it is rough 
And hard, — ^it has had work enough. 
What have I not to do? in fact- 
My mother's almost too exact. 

(Tktypass im.) 
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MABTHA. 

My dear sir, do you never rest? 

1CEPHI8T0PHELB8. 

By business uid duty pressed^ 
I travel much^ and many a place 
As w^ as many a pleasing face 
I am constrained to leave, but yet. 
Believe me, with sincere regret. 

MABTHA. 

In careless youth, from clime to clime. 
It may be well to rove, but then 
There comes at last an evil time. 
And it is sad for single men 
To creep down to a lonely tomb : — 
There never yet was one for whom 
That way of life was good. 

MEPHI8T0PHELES. 

I see 
With horror what is waiting me. 

MABTHAy 

Then, worthy sir, it were a crime 
Not to secure yourself in time. 



(They pass on.) 



MAB6ABET. 

Ah! out of sight is out of mind. 
— P 



vGooqIc 



158 FAUST, 

You are polite, — are very kind ; 
But you have many friends, I dare 
To say, far better bred. 

FAUST. 

I swear. 
My dearest! best! that what they call 
Breeding — accomplishments— is all 
Blind vanity and heartless show. 
The simple virtues never know 
Their own intrinac worth. A, meek 
And humble heart is dl I seek. 
Kind nature's highest gifts are 

MABOABBT. 

Nay, 
Think of me now, I shaH, J guess. 
Have time to think of you. 

FAUST. 

You say 
That you are much at home? 

MARGABBT. 

Oh yes ! 
Although there is not much to do. 
It must be done — ^besides, we keep 
No mftid, and have to bake and brew. 
To spin, to sew, to coek, to sweep. 
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And be in motion — early^— late. 
My mother is so accurate! 
.Not that she really needs to be 
So strict in her economy — 
My father left a small estate. 
Some garden ground beyond the gate. 
And a small house, — ^upon the whole. 
My days with tranquil current roll. 
My only brother is a soldier. 
My little sister died. 
Ah me! if I might fold her 
Within my arms again. 
Thrice welcome back were all the pain. 
And all the toil,-H50 tied 
My heart to that dear child. 
That when it smiled 
I wept and was so glad ! 



FAUST. 

An angel, if like you. 

MARGARET. 

I had 
To bring it up, for it was bom 
After my father's death, and then. 
Though she came slowly round again. 
My mother lay so very long 
Without a sign of getting strong. 
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We thought her also from us torn. 
It being vain for her to think 
To nurse the helpless worm, for nine 
Long months and more I made its drink 
Of milk and water: — ^it was mine. 
Within my arms, upon my breast 
It nestled and it grew. 



FAUST. 

How blest 
You must have been! 



MARGARET. 

And yet I had 
Some heavy hours; — ^beside my bed 
Its httle cradle stood at night. 
Nor could it make, however slight 
A cry, but I awoke and rose 
To hush and sing it to repose ; 
As soon as d&y began to break. 
Beside the bed I had to take 
My place, and afterwards to go 
To market, — next to light the fire 
And put the house in order: so 
From day to day. All this did tire 
And make me sad, — ^but then my rest - 
And food acquired a double zest. 

(Tke^ pass on ) 



vGooqIc 



r 



A TBAGS0Y. 161 



ICABTHA. 

We women ever have the worst. 
Old bachelors are all so curst. 

MSPHI8T0PHSLBS. 

From such as you we might unlearn 
Our evil habits^ and return 
Within the pale. — 

MABTHA. 

Now frankly say. 
Has your heart never owned love's sway? 

IfEPHISTOPHBLES. 

You know the adage, *^ house and wife 
Are the best diamonds in life." 

MARTHA. 

I mean, sir, do you never melt? 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

Upon my word, the world has dealt 
Most kindly by me. 

MABTHA. 

But I mean 
Has your heart always had a screen ? 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

To come near ladies is for us 
Poor moths, a little dangerous. 
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MABTHA. 

I do not understand you, — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

WeUl 
That gives me pain, but I can tell 
I understand that you are fair. 
And very good, and debonair. 



(They pa^ on. J 



FAUST. 

So, agaiu. 
My little angel knew me when 
I passed the wicket of the garden? 

MABGABBT. 

Did you not see it? 

FAUST. 

Can you pkrdon 
The liberty I took when you 
Home from the old cathedral drew ? 

MABGABET. 

I was surprised; — I thought "there is 
Something about you much amiss. 
Made him so bold; — ^he looked as though 
He fancied he need stand on no 
Observances with you." Indeed 
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There was a partial voice to plead 
Here in your favour, and I was 
Right angry with myself because 
I was not so with you. 

FAUST. 

My own! 

MABGABET. 

Now stay! 

(PtdU a 8iar;fiower and pidcs the leaves off one by one. j 

I 
FAUST, 

What is it ? 

MARGARET. 

Let alone ! 
A foolish play — 

FAUST. 

But how? 

MABGABET. 

Go, go. 
You would but laugh at me — 

(Plucks the leases and murmurs to herself.) 
Yes! — no! 

FAUST. 

What do you whisper ? 
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ICABGARBT^ 
(HalfaUmd^ as she pluck$ kaf after leaf.) 

Yes ! — ^no !— yes ! 
He loves me, — Cloves me not, — 

FAUST. 

My dear. 
Dear innocence, you need not fear. 

icABOABET, continues. 
He. loves me, — no, he lovjes me not, — 

(Plucks the last leaf, and eaxlaims ttUh/ond delight, J 

He loves me ! 

FAUST. 

Let this flower-lot 
Be sacred as the answers are 
Of the immortal gods! — Oh yes! 
He loves thee, and thou art the star 
To guide him through life's wilderness. 

(Takes both her hands m his. J 

MARGARET. 

I tremhle all. 

FAUST. 

Oh have no fear. 
Let this fond gaze, this pressure say 
All that words, cannot. We are dear 
To one another from this day. 
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This hour, for ever! Yes, for ever ! 
Oh bliss to know our hearts can never. 
No never be disjoined! — ^it would 
Be worse than torture if they could — 
No end! no end!^- 
(Mar^ret,. presses his hand^ ^recAs loose^ and runs off. He 
stands a moment in thought^ (hen follows her.) 

MARTHA. 

The night is dosing, it is late — 

MBPHISTOPHBLES. 

And time to go— - 



MARTHA. 

The neighbours prate, 
.Else I would ask you to remain ; 
But soon, of course, we meet again. 
It seems as they had nought to do 
But tattle about who and who, 
•For, be as prudent as you will. 
They always will be speaking ill. 
Buty4et me see, — I ponder where 
Tl^y can have gone,— our tender pair. 



MEPHISTOPHBLBS. 

They left the walk to bill and coo 
Like summer songsters in the shade. 
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MARTHA. 

I think he liked her ? 

ICBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

And she too 
Was pleased Math him, the little jade. 
It is the way o'er all the world. 
Its snuffv nose should not he curled. 
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GARDEN HOUSE. 

MARGARET runs in, — siands behind the door^-jmU her finger 
on her Up, and peeps ovt. 

^ MABGABBT* 

He comes! 

PAU8T, entering. 

Aha ! you little cheat, 
I've caught you, and I will keep you fast ! 

(Kisses her. J 

MAB6ARBT, 

(Embracing him amd returning the kiss.) 
Best man ! — ^for you my heart will beat 
As long as it« poor beatings last! 

(Mephistopheles knocks.) 

FAUST, Stamping, 
Who's there? 



MEPHISTOPHELBS. . 

A friend ! 

FAUST. 

A beast I say ! 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

It's time to part ! — 
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MABTHA, coming up. 

You must away^ 
Indeed, sir, it is late. 

FAUST, to Margaret. 
Might I 
Not see you home ? 

MABGABET. 

It is hard by. 
And — and — I fear my mother might 
At me for this good night! — good night! 

FAUST. 

And must I go? — ^good night! 

MABTHA. 

Adieu! 

MABGABET. 

To meet again and soon. 

{Exeunt Faust and Mbphistophblbs.^ 

How few 
May even ^imagine what a man 
Like this within the compass can 
Of his high thoughts include ! — a ^ yes* 
Was all I had in readiness 
For all he said: — what can he see 
In such a silly child as me? 

CEait.J 
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FOREST AND CAVERN. 

FAUST, alone. 
High spirit I thou hast given me, — given me all 
For which I prayed, nor has thy comitenance 
Been towards me turned in fire, without effect 
Thy gift has heen great nature for my own. 
With power to comprehend and to enjoy 
That vast dominion. I am not condemned 
To cold and formal visits, but allowed 
To look into the workings of her heart. 
As in the bosom of a friend. Before me 
Thou makest pass the long array of life. 
And showest me my brothers of the still 
And solemn woods, the water, and the air. 
When tempests through the waving forest roar. 
And giant pines, uprooted, rend away 
Fraternal stems and branches as they fall 
In thunder to the ground, with heavy crash — 
The mountain slopes rebellowing — ^to some 
Well-sheltered cave thou bearest me, and then 
Amid that outer conflict, the deep secrets 
Of my own heart unfolding to my view. 
Thou showest me myself! 

Or, when the moon— 
The calm cold moon-— ascends, the silver forms 

a 
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Of years and ages past around me floaty 

Emerging from the thickets and the crags^ 

To soften the severer joys of thought ! 

I now perceive that nothing unimpaired^ 

That nothing unemhittered^ is the portion 

Of weak humanity. Thou hast hestowed 

Along with the diviner sense hy which 

I am brought near and nearer to the gods, 

A terrible attendant, whom already 

I cannot be without, although his cold 

Heart withering sneet degrades me to myself. 

And brings thy gifts to nothing: — ^he still fans 

Within my heart a wild ungovemed flame 

For that bright image, — flame which I would madly 

Extinguish, and extinguishing revive; 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Have you not had enough of solitude ? 
How can it, so continued, give you pleasure? 
It may be well enough to try for once. 
But then you should go on to something new. 

FAUST. 

I wish you hud a better occupation 
Than to molest me thus. 

Hbphistophbles. 

Oh very well ! 
But you me not in earnest: — ^if you were. 
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I would with pleasure make my bow, — ^the loss 
Of a so wilful, wayward, senseless, rude. 
Peevish companion, would be little felt ; 
Y on are a. heavy hand ful !^-everv day. 
And idl day long, have I to fetch and carry. 
Not knowing from your excellency's face 
Wh^i you are pleased, or when I should desist. 

FAUST. 

This is the very tone! — ^he would have thanks 
For being troublesome. 

' HEPHISTOPHELES. 

Poor son of earth ! 
How would you have existed by yourself, 
Without my puissant aid ? — ^you have been cured 
Of some of your infirmities of mind — 
Your odd imaginations — and indeed 
If I had not been \\ith you, be assured. 
You would, before this, have walked off the earth. 
What makes you sit among these caves and chasms, 
Like a great owl wasting the precious hours. 
That might be better spent? — What are you sucking 
Like an enormous toad, from this damp moss, — 
These dripping rocks? — an exquisite amusement! 
The Doctor sticks to you. 

PAUST. 

Dost imderstand 
Wh^ from these lonely wanderings in the wild 
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I gain of rital power? Ab! if you did^ 
Your devilish dispositions would compel you 
To grudge me so much pleasure. 

MEPHISTOPHBLSS. 

Pleasure? umph! 
In the cold night-dews to lie sprawling here 
Upon hard rocks^ clasping the heavens and earthy 
Swelling into a god^ and boring through 
The marrow of the universe in all 
Sublimest aspiradons^-— excellent! 
To have the six days' work^ and all at once ^ 
Within your head and at your fingers' ends. 
With a proud consciousness of power to reach 
I know not what^ and casting off the garb 
Of your mortality^ to rise^ to spread^ 
To flow in some extravagance of love 
O'er all that is^^-ctnd then^ — 

(Making a gesture, ) 

I dare not say — 
That lofty intuition^ — ^how it ends. 

FAUST. 

For shame^ for shame ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLSS. 

This does not please your taste ; 
You have a right, forsooth, to say— for shame. 
And look so grave. We must not dways utter 
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To modest ears^ what modest hearts would fee] 
Dissatisfied without. But^ to be brief^ 
/I sometimes let men take their little swings 
Of false pretexts : — ^they cannot keep it up. 
You, my dear Doctor, are already drifting 
Back to your former course, and if much longer 
Left to yourself you will be fast aground 
In madness, or in horror and despair* 
Enough of this ! Y our love s its all alone. 
Sad, sorrowful, and thinking but of you ; 
She loves you so surprisingly. Your love 
Came down upon her like a summer brook. 
Swollen by dissolving snows, and filled her heart ; 
But now the brook is dry again.-*Methinks, 
That thus, instead of playing monarch here. 
Your highness ought to go and recompense 
' The poor young monkey for her love. — Alas ! 
Tune never was so tedious ! — at the window 
She stands to watch the rack of the clouds thronging 
Over the city-wall, " were I a bird" — 
So runs her song all day, and half the night. 
At moments she is cheerful — ^mostly sad — 
Now she will weep aloud, and now be still," 
And tranquil to appearance,— «ver loving. 

FAUST. 

Oh serpent ! serpent ! 

MBPHISTOPHBLES, (Uide. 

Now! I think I have him! 
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FAUST. 

Monster^ away! and do not name tkat woman^ 
Bring not the fever back into my bloody 
' Nor that fine form before my maddened soul. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

What now ! — she thinks you have deserted her. 
As more than half you have. 

FAUST. 

No! I am near her. 
And were I at a distance^ I could neither 
Forget nor lose her. Yea, when her sweet lips 
Have touched the crucifix, have I not envied 
The body of the Lord ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Extremely good ! 
1 have^ mpelf, half envied you that pair 
Of faithful twins among £heir roses feeding. 

FAUST. 

Ruffian, away! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I can't refrain from laughing. 
The power that fashioned youths and tender maids. 
Knew likewise well enough the noble art 
Of making opportunities : — ^liow sad. 
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That you must seek the chamher of your love. 
Not the dark house of death! 

FAUST. 

What were the joys 
Of heaven \dthm her wins ! Shall! regain 
Life's heat upon her hreast ? do I not feel 
Unceasingly her vroe? and am 1 not 
A fugitive on earth ? — a houseless wretch ? 
A most inhuman villain ? with no aim^ — 
No ohject, — not the slightest hope of rest? 
Like a fierce winter-torrent dashing down 
From, ledge to ledge, with stupifying din. 
To the last dreadful precipice ! 

While she. 
Upon the hank, a happy child. 
Gazing upon the waters wild, 
Fronj any dream of danger free. 
Sits al her upland cottage door. 
And listens to their sullen roar ! 
Ah me! 

That little flower-enamelled field. 
Her home, her world, a spot to shield 
The happy infancy, that found 
Its all within that narrow hound ; 
And I ! — ^the God-detested — ^not 
Pleased with the ruin I had wrought 
Among the firm-set rocks, must wage 
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War with this hnmlde heritage ; 

Her^ — and her peace must undermine 

And utterly destroy !-^oh hell ! - 

Is there no deed will do as well 

As this ? — as this ? — ^but why repine ? 

Assist me^ Fiend! — make short the pangs^ 

Loose the last hold by which it hangs^ 

And let her fate descend, 

SOul-crushingly^ on me. 

That all may end 

In time's eternal sea ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

How it seethes and how it glows ! 
In and comfort her, you fool ! 
Stupid Doctor, to suppose 
That because you are not cool. 
Cool enough to see your way. 
Every thing is at a close. 
Life to him who can be gay! 
You are devilish enough 
Sometimes, so forget this stuff. 
Heaven preserve me from the airs 
Of a devil who despairs. 
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MARGARET'S ROOM. 

MARGARET ai her tpwning-wheel^ alone. 

My peace is gone. 
My heart is sore, 
I shall find it 
Never more I 

Where he is not. 
Is the grave. 
The world is but 
A bitter wave ! 

My poor head 
. Is turning, turning ! 
My thoughts are wild. 
My brain is burning ! 

My peace is gone. 
My heart is sore, 
I shall find it 
Never more ! 

From the window. 
In the street. 
Him I look for. 
Try to meet ! 
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His manly fomi 
And lofty mien. 
His graceful laugb. 
And glance so keen ! 

And the music 
Of his tone 
When he whispered 
* Now my own !* 

My peace is gone. 
My heart is sore, 
I shall find it 
Never more ! 

To him ever 
Cleaves my heart 
Might I hold him. 
Might I fold him 
In my arms again. 
With a sigh 
Kiss him — then 
On his kisses die ! 
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MARTHA'S GARDEN. 
MARGARET, FAUST. 

MABOABET. 

Promise me, Hemy! 

FAUST. 

All I can. 

MABGABET; 

You are a good, true hearted man ; 
But of religion — am I right ? — 
I fear that you make rather light. 



FAUST. 

Leave that, my love ! — Whatever I he. 
You may he certain, for you see 
That I am good to you. Indeed, 
I interfere with no one's creed. 



MABOABET. 

That's wrong, — ^we must helieve. 

FAUST. 

We must? 
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MABOABBT. 

Ah, if you had sufficient trust 
And confidence in me ! — I douht 
That you neglect, if not despise. 
The holy sacraments. 

FAUST.. 

Surprise! 
I honour them, dear 

MABOABBT. 

But without 
Much caring for them. My impression 
Is, that from mass and from confession 
You have heen ahsent long. Now hear ! 
Do you helieve in God? 



FAUST. 

My dear. 
Who can presume to say as much ? 
You may ask whining priests, and such 
Wise persons, but their answer will 
Sound like equivocation still. 
Like mockery and falsehood. 



MABOABBT. 

Then, 
You do not? 
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FAUST. 

You mistake again ! 
Who names the Eternal? who shall say 
^^ I know, and I believe"— -or " I, 
A creature of the clay. 
With thought, and feeling Him— deny!" 
The all-embracer, 
All-8ustainer, 
Ah! does he not uphold 
You, — ^me, — Himself ? 
Is not that azure vault of air 
In one wide arch extended there ? 
Does not the solid earth 
Rest firm below? and when 

The evening fires are kindled on each hearth. 

The ever-living stars again. 

Do they not rise. 

And ope their friendly eyes. 

And wink to weary men ? 

Are not my eyes in yours. 

Your eyes in mine now lost? 

And is there not a feeling 

That brightens and obscures, 

A something that is stealing 

Around your heart and head. 

Now visible almost. 

Now fled? 

FiQ your whole heart, however great. 

With this sensation, and then wait, 

R 
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And call it what you will^ 

The opposite of ill ! 

Love ! God ! they are the same^ 

There is no other name! 

And it is more the feeling! 

The name concealing, 

Or half revealing, 

Like a thin smoke upon the shore. 

The hright hlue deep heyond! 

MABOABET. 

AUgood! 
And so explained and understood, 
AU very well: — ^in words, not sense. 
And only hy its eloquence 
Different from what the priest says. 



FAUST. 

Yea! 
All hearts helow Heaven's lightsome day. 
From arctic to antarctic— -each. 
In its peculiar form of speech — 
Something like this will always say, 
Then why not I in mine ? 



MABOABET. 

But yet 
Your Christianity? 
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FAUST* 

Dear clii 
1 wish you would thb them* 

MABGARET* 

J never can be reco^c^ed 
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FAUST, 

Wby? 

MAEOAHJiT. 

To my heart's innermost rcce 
In that man's presenotj and j 
A dagger there would give m 
Pain tbaji his aspect does!' 

FAUST. 

HoAv wej 
There ii no feoj i 

MAROAJIET, 

I cannot 3p 
My blood runs cold with woi 
Whenever he is drawing neai 
I never felt the same before^ 
And though I w^ish and wear 
For yoUj I have for him this 
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Avereion; — ^if I do him wrong 
May God forgive me. 

FAUST. 

There must be 
Such oddities. 

MARGARET. 

With such as he 
I could not live. Do you remark 
How cruel laughter^ and a dark 
Half hidden fury seem to chase 
Each other o'er his stony face 
Whenever he looks in? — That he 

iCan have no human sympathy^ 
Can love no living soul, is stamped 
, Upon his evil brow. How blest 

II am, caressing and caressed. 
In your dear arms, but all is damped 
And turned to dread by him. 

FAUST. 

My sweet 
Suspicious angel ! 

MARGARET. 

When we m&dt. 
And he comes up, I feel the tide 
Of my deep love for you subside. 
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And almost ebb away! 

When he is near I cannot pray! 

It cuts into my very heart ; 

My Henry, yon must feel the same ? 

FAUST. 

Antipathy! 

MARGARET. 

I must depart. 

FAUST. 

And may I never, never claim 
The privilege to calmly rest , 
One little hour upon your breast ? 
That, heart to heart, and soul to soul. 
We may escape from earth's control. 

,; MARGARET. 

Ah! if I slept alone, I would. 
This very night, dear Henry, keep 
The door unlocked, — ^but if she should 
Awake, — she does not soundly sleep, — 
My mother, — I would surely die 
Upon the spot. ^ 

FAUST. 

Thou angel, why? 
Here is a phial! — three drops will 
Wrap nature in a deep and still 
Soft slumber up. 
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MABOABBT. 

Yes! I would do— 
What would I not — ^when as^ed by you? 
But it is bannless! 

FAUST. 

Else^ would I 
Have offered it? 

MABOARET. 

I must comply. 
For when you speak I am compelled, 
I know not how, and, help me Heaven, 
There is not much to be withheld 
When all one has is almost given. 

Enter MEPHISTOPHELES. 
MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

The monkey! is she gone? 

FAUST. 

At your old tricks? 
Playing the spy? 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

You have been catechised? 
I hope that it agrees with you ? — ^the women 
Have a deep interest in this,-^— they say 
^^ A grave man led by custom will be sure 
To follow us." 
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FAUST. 

Thou monster^ that thou art^ 
Dost not perceive that this confiding heart. 
So full of a belief — to hei>-^salvation. 
Shudders to think that he on whom her best 
Affections have been lavished, may be one 
Whom she must hold for lost ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thou most sedate 
And philosophic wooer! — ^by the nose 
A girl leads thee! 

FAUST. 

Misbegotten birth 
Of -dirt and fire ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In physiognomy 
She also is proficient! — ^in my presence 
She feels she knows not how, which indicates 
That she has sense. ' She knows I am a genius, 
Pferhaps the Devil himself. To-night then? 

FAUST. 

What? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Therein I have a pleasure of my own. 
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AT THE WELL. 
MARGARET and LISKA, wUh pitchers. 

LISKA. 
Have you not heard of Bertha ? 

MARGARET. 

No, 
I am but little out. 

LISKA. 

Why so? 
Sibella told it me to-day. 
She has at last gone qmte astray. 
This comes of all her airs! 

MARGARET. 

But how? 

LISKA. 

She nourishes a couple now 
'Whenever she takes food. 

MARGARET. 

Alas! 
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I always thought that to this pass 

She'd one day come. She looked so sweet 

Upon that fellow in the street. 

At village-dance, and promenade. 

And would he always first — ^the minx! 

Imagined she must he oheyed 

By all the world, she had her drinks 

And her confections, — ^was a vain. 

Proud heauty, yet did not disdain 

To take his presents, hence her crown 

At last, you see, is trodden down. 

MARGARET. 

Poor thing! poor thing! 

USKA. 

What! pity her? 
Do you rememher how we were 
So strictly kept at home when she 
With her gay spark was always free 
To go where'er she pleased— to talk 
Beade the door-way hench, and walk 
In twilight paths? But now the flirt 
Must sit upon the penance stool. 
And wear the Church's sinner-shirt. 

MARGARBT. 

But he will wed her? 



1S9 



vGooqIc 



190 PAUST, 

LISKA. 

What a fool 
He then would be! — on active youth. 
Has life before him, and in truth 
He is already gone. 

MARGARET. 

Ah me! 
Not right. 

LISKA. 

ril tell you what I'll do. 
If he should think of it, — ^I swear 
I'll make the boys her garland tear. 
And at her door the cut straw strew. 

(Exit.) 



MARGARET. 

How boldly I too once could rail, 
When some poor maiden chanced to fail ! 
My tongue would almost seem to lack 
Supply of bitter words: — so black. 
And blacker still, and all the time 
Not black enough, I made the crime. 
And now I am myself the same 
Victim of sorrow and of shame. 
And yet ! — ^how fair, how sweet, oh God ! 
The path in which I fondly trod ! 
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STREET CHAPEL. 

fin a niche of the wall an image of the Mater Dolorosa, ^juith Jhwert 
before it.) 

MARGARET, 
Puts fresh ftofjoera in the jars, 
-.Ah! incline. 

Full of grief. 

Placidly thy face. 

Send J ah send relief! 

Deep, the sword. 

In thy heart. 

Stands as thou art gazing. 

With a voiceless smart. 

On thy son's death. 

To the Father 

Thou art pra3dng. 

Lost in agony. 

Tears and sighs are saying, 

"Spare, ah spare us both!" 

But who knows 
All the woes. 
Torments, that are here 
In me — ^heart and bone — • 
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Terrible — severe ? 
Thou! — thou alone! 

Where'er I go. 
What woe! woe! woe! 
Is working in my breast. 
I am — am jiot alone, 
I weep and have no rest. 
My peace of mind is gone. 

And the flower-pots. 

At my window. 

With my tear* were wet. 

As, this morning early, 

I rose to get 

These flowers which I present. 

The sun looked gladly in. 
Was shining in my room. 
While I sat up and wept : — 
Help! save me from the tomb! 

Ah! incUne, 
Full of grief. 
Placidly thy face. 
Send ! ah send reUef ! 
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NIGHT. 

Street befwre Margaret^B door, 

YAL^YTINB^ 
A 8oU^yM^tr9^ra''s bfother. 

When with my comrades .f>Qee I sat 

Ahout the board, where many a glass 

Went romid amid much boastful chat. 

As each extolled his favourite lass, 

I crossed my arms, or stroked my beard. 

And with a smile their brag^ngs heard. 

And filled my cup, and said, '' so 1 good ! 

But is there in the neighbourhood. 

Or in the country anywhere 

One of them all will once coftipare 

With my dear Gretta ?" — ^then how rung 

Kling! klang! the glasses, while each tongue 

Took up her praise, and passed the toast. 

And silent grew each boaster's boast. 

And now! — ^I feel as I could tear 

In handMs my neglected hair. 

Or take a sudden leap and crawl 

Like a lizard up the wall! — 

With sneers and taunts each rascal now 

May safely bate me; — like a base 

And broken man, with heavy brow, 

8 
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I sweat at every word one says ; 
Their beads together I might squeeze 
And crack like nuts^ but could not say 
'^Sirs, you are liars!"- 

Who are these 
With stealthy steps that creep this way? 
If he be one — have at him straight! 
He goes not hence alive ! 

FAUST, MEPHISTOPHELES. 

FAUST. 

How from the window of the sacristy 
The flashes of the ever-burning lamp 
Shoot upwards^ while the faint and feeble rays 
That reach us here, serve only, as it seems. 
To make the darkness visible. Even so. 
All in my heart is sable as the night is. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And I am like the lanky cat that creeps 
Up the fire-ladder and along the wall; 
I am extremely moral, with a slight 
Propensity to theft and wantonness. . 
The great Walpurgis-night is kicking up 
Already such a hubbub in my veins. 
After to-morrow it comes round once more. 
And then one knows what 'tis to be awake! 
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FAUST. 

Meanwhile is that the treasure rising? — ^look! 
Where yonder taper at the casement gleams? 



MEPHISTOPHBLBS. 

\ You soon shall clutch the casket. I was peeping 
And saw some sterling lion-dollars. 

FAUST. 

But 
Is there no jewel? — not one little ring 
To be an ornament for my dear love? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I saw a thing that looked extremely like 
A sort of pearl necklace. 



FAUST. 

That is rights 
> For I am sorry when I visit her 
Without a present. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You should hardly grieve 
That it has been your fortune to obtam 
Something for love and not for money,— -once. 
But now the sky is full of shining stars, / 
And I will treat you to a masterpiece ; 
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Ising a moral song, that the poor puppet 
May be the better fooled. 

(Sw^ to ^ ffuitar.j 

Catherine ! my Catherine ! 
Why at your loyer's door? 
In the east there is a lilie 
Of light that comes before. 
As harbinger of, day. 
Away then! haste away! 

Ah, Catherine, beware. 
And listen while I sing ; 
Ah, Catherine, take care. 
And, till you have the ring. 
Refuse to trust the thief. 
If not you may have grief. 

Enter VALENTINE. 
\ Whom luring hither ? — by the element ! 

] Accursed rat-catcher! — ^to the devil first 

Thy instrument, and then thyself. — ^there! there! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The poor guitar is shivered. 

VALENTINE. 

Now for you! 

MEPHISTOPHELBS, tO FaUSt. 

Dear Doctor do not stir!-r-Be active !r— Draw! 
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Out with your gooserquiU! — ^follow my directions. 
You thrust^ — I parry. — 

VALBNTINB. 

Parry that! 

MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

Why not? 



And that! 



VALENTINE. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Of course! 



VALENTINE. 

Methinks the Devil fights. 
Ha! how is this? my hand already fails me. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, tO Faust 

Thrust home ! 



VALENTINE /a^«. 

Oh death! 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The bobby now is tame ! 
But come, we must away! — ^a murder-shout 



vGooqIc 



198 PAU8T,, 

Is rising. The police and I are friends^ 
But I would rather shun the court of blood. 

MABTHA^ ai tie window. 
Out! out! 

MARGARET^ Ctt the WtudoW. 

A light here! 

MARTHA^ M before. 

What a tumult! — hark! 
A shoutings — stampings — and a clash of swords! 

PEOPLE. 

Here is one done for! 

MARTHA^ coming down. 

Where are the assassins ? 

MARGARET, coming down. 
Say! who is here? 



PEOPLE. 

Your mother's Son. 



MARGARET. 

Oh God! 
What horror! 
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VALSNTINB. 

I am dying fiast. 
Soon said, and sooner done !— but why. 
You women, do you raise this cry. 
Hear a few words,— they afe my last. 

CT%ey crwcd round Mm.) 
My Gretta, see! — ^though, to be sure. 
You are but young, you manage ill !-*- 
Nay, since you are become a whore. 
You should make haste to have more skill, 
And be a right one. 

- MABOABET. 

God! my fcrother! 
What can you mean? 

VALBNTINB. 

Best take another, 
And leave our Lord's name out. Alas ! 
What is done is done. — Let it pass. 

When Shame is bom she wears a hood. 
And comes abroad with covered face; 
But as she grows she waxes rude. 
And her coarse lineaments displays 
In open day, and gets more bold. 
As more repulsive. I behold 
The time when you shall feel remorse. 
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When every citizen shall shun. 

As if it were a plaguenstruck corse. 

Thy presence, thou unhappy one ! 

Ah! when their eyes meet thine ! — In chain 

Of gold no more shalt thou advance 

To the high altar, or remain 

Where modest maidens join the dance; 

But in some dark, some squalid cell. 

Where only limping beggars dwell. 

Conceal thee, — ^and should Heaven forgive. 

But as a wretched outcast live. 

MARTHA. 

Commend yourself to Heaven, nor heap 
Such slanders on your soul. 

VALBNTINE. 

If I, 

Detested hag! my sword might steep 
In yovLt vile blood, I feel that my 
Worst sins were pardoned. 

MARGARET. 

Brother, oh! 
This pain! indeed you do not know! 

VALENTINE. 

No tears ! no tears ! the sorest stroke 
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Was that you gave me when you broke 
The bands of innocence. Now through 
The sleep of death I hasten to 
The presence of my God, — a brave 
And honest soldier to the grave. 

(Dust.j 
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, CATHEDRAL. 

Service, Orgatiy Vocal Mutk. 

MARGARET anumg ike CongregaUon, EVIL SPIRIT 
hekmdher, 

BVIL SPIRIT. 

Ah Gr^tta! what a diflTerence, 

Since when, in your innocence. 

You sought this altar. 

And lisped your prayers 

Out of the little old 

And well-worn psalter. 

Half a child at play. 

Half with God ! — Gretta ! 

Can your head .stand it ? 

Does your heart bleed 

For your misdeed ? 

And do you pray? 

Pray for your Mother's soul, that has been sent 

By you unto its long, long punishment ? 

Whose blood is on your threshold ? 

Under your heart. 

Does nothing stir and start. 

To you and to itself 

Presaging sorrow? 
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HARQABST. 

Woe ! woe I 

Could I but chase away 

The thoughts that gather rqund me. 

Woe ! woe ! 



CHORUS. 

Dies irae, dies ilia, 
Solvet saeclum in favilla. 

( Organ pe(U$. ) 



EVIL SPIRIT. 

Horror s^es thee ! 
The trumpet sounds ! 
The graves open ! 
And your heart. 
From its ashes. 
Resumes its form again. 
And hovers up. 
To undergo the pain 
Of the avenging fire ! 



MARGARET. 

If I could depart ! 
The organ 

Stifles me, — ^the hymn 
Makes my sight dim. 
And kills my heart ! 
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GH0BU8. 

Judex ergo cum sedebit 
Quidquid latet adparebit 
Nil inultum remanebit. 

MABOABBT. 

It feels so close ! I cannot bear ! 

Now the tall 

Pillared wall 

Closes round me^ and the roof 

Presses on me ! air ! 

EVIL SPIBIT. 

Hide thee ! sin and shame 
May not be concealed ! 
Air? light? 
Alas for thee ! 

CHOBUS. 

Quid sum miser tunc dicturus 
Quern patronum rogaturus 
Cum vix Justus sit securus. 

BVIL SPIBIT. 

The glorified 

Avert their faces. 

The pure shudder 

To hold thee out their hands. 

Woe ! woe ! 
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CHORUS. 

Quid sum miser tunc dicturus? 

MAROARET. 

Neighbour! help 

(She faints away.) 
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WALPURGIS OR MAY-DAY NIGHT. 

7^ Harlz Mountains ; a desolate coutttry ; district of Scherke 
and Elend. 

FAUST, MEPHISTOPHELES. 

MBPHISTOFHELES. 

Would you not like a broom-stick ? I would gladly 
Bestride a he-goat^ could I qatch a stout one^ 
For we have still a deuced way to go. 

FAUST. 

While I feel fresh upon my legs, this thick 
And knotted staff ^ill serve me: what's the use 
Of shortening the way? to creep along 
The labyrinth of valleys, and to climb 
These crags, from which, in cataracts of foam. 
The springs burst ceaselessly, is to my taste 
The greatest pleasure of so wild a path. 
Spring is already stirring in the birches. 
And even the pine-trees feel her : in our limbs 
Shall her bland influence be unperceived ? 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

I take no cognizance of that! my trufik 
Is ever wintry, — ^give me frost and snow 
For flowers upon my barren track ; but see ! 
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With what a mournful look the broken round 
Of the red moon lifts her belated beam. 
Shining so badly, that at every step 
One stumbles against something! I will ask 
A will-o'-the-wisp, if you Uave no objection. 
To come to our assistance! there is one 
Burning most brilliantly upon the left. 
Holla, my friend! may I request a favour! 
What pleasure can you have in shining there? 
Be good enough to light us up this way. 

will-o'-the-wisp. 
Out of respect I hope I shall succeed 
In putting some constraint upon my light 
And devious disposition, but you know 
Our common course is zig-zag. 

MEFHIST0PHELE8. 

Qet along! 
This is mere imitation of the ways 
Of lying man. Go strait, in the Devil's name. 
Or I blow out your flickering life at once. 

WILL-O'-THB-WISP. 

I see you are the master of the house. 
And it will give me pleasure to obey you. 
But recollect! the mountain is bewitched. 
And as a wisp-light is to show the way. 
You must make some allowances. 
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FAUST, MEPHIST0PHELE8, WILL-0*-THB-WISP, 

in alternate chorus. 
Yes ! the dream and spirit sphere 
Seems to be begimiing here. 
Lead us on, Cd'pricious sprite ! 
Lead us on, and lead us right. 
If you would some honour gain. 
To the wide and waste domain ! 

See ! the ranks behind the ranks 
Of the pine-trees, how they run 
Down,, and vanish, whije the dun 
Crags begin their clumsy pranks. 
See, how they are bending low! 
How they snort and how they blow! 

Over stock, and over stone. 

Brook and brooklet downward haste. 

Did I hear a plaintive tone. 

As their fleet career it chased ? 

Did I hear a song of love 

Softly stealing §rom above ? 

Voices of a heavenly clime ! 

All we love and long to'gain! 

Faithful to the olden tune. 

Echo now takes up the strain! 

Uhul shuhu! round us flying. 
Screech-owl, lapwing, chattering jay. 



I 
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Are they still awake and crying? 
Do they take this light for day? 
Be they salamanders those 
In the hushes with the wide 
Bellies and the frog-like toes ? 
See I the roots on either side 
Winding out, a serpent hand. 
From the rocks and from the sand. 
Monstrous shapes, with angry eyed. 
Us to threaten, us surprise ; — 
From the hroad and living masses. 
That in secret amhush lie. 
On each wanderer who passes. 
Darting dreadful polypi 1 

Here, the many-coloured mice 
Flit, hy myriads, in a trice. 
Through the lichens and the ling. 
In an animated string ! 
There, the fire-flies thickly dance 
This way! that! a inotley train. 
To cqnfound whatever sense 
In such madness might remain ! 

Stay we ? go we ? in these plates 
Every thing is wheeling round. 
Rocks and trees make wild grimaces. 
Wisp-lights more and more ahound— 
Brighter, — broader. — 
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MBPHISTOPHELBS. 

Seize my skirts 
Here there is a mid-way cliff. 
Whence you may discover, if 
You are curious, how hegirt 
All the mountain is with fires 
Of Sir Mammon's lighting up. 

FAUST. 

How strangely struggles from below 

That lurid gleam of morning red. 

Attempting up. the pass to throw 

One dubious day-streak to the head 

Of the dark vale where vapours meet. 

In denser volume, to defeat 

And baffle it. From that opaque 

And shadowy veil there flash, there break, 

Now floods of light, now slender lines. 

Like rivulets, that joyous leap 

From where the glad sun never shines, 

Into the blaze of noon, — ^to sweep 

A river of a hundred veins. 

Or rest a mirror of the plains — 

Diflused in glowing calm. The night 

Is full of sparkles flashing bright. 

Like showers of golden sand ! each spire 

Of rock-wall kindles into fire. 

MBPHISTOPHBLES. 

Lights Sir Mammon not his hall 
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Gaily for the festival ? 

You're in luck, for by the hum 

This way now the witches come. 

. FAUST. 

How through the air the storm-wind howls, and beats^ 
With heavy blows, upo^ my neck ! 

MBPHISTOFHELES. 

You must 
Cling firmly to the old ribs of the rock. 
Or you will be swept dovni into that gulf ! — 
Inky clouds involve the night. 
Through the forest wildly shriek 
All the winds, and in affright 
Owls fly out ! the columns creak 
And moan among themselves of these 
Ever-dark green palaces! 
Branches quivering and breaking. 
Mighty stems refusing, shaking. 
Straining, cracking, giving way. 
As the roots are rent, till all. 
In closely intertangled fall. 
Thunder down with fierce deray! 
And, o'er the wreck-encumbered sides 
Of the mountain-steep, the blast 
With a yell of triumph rides 
On his road of ruin past. 
High above us dost thou hear 
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Tes! the n^iiig wiwd i 

Like ft toneaty deep aBd stra^ 1 

O'er tbe ■wnrtain iovs along! 

wncHiSy M ckonu. 
Tbe stdkble is Tdlow^ die emu is green, 
Tbe witdies to tlie ftt>cken go ; 
Tber gatber in crowds in the deep ravine. 
So- Uimn sits on die monntain brow. 

Cher stock, oxer stooey 
Tbe be-goats and witdies^ 
In ways tl tbdr own, 
Aie dealing die ditdies. 

A YOICB. 

Old Baobo comes liding alone 
On a fanow sow ! 

CHORUS. 

Honour to wbom honour is doe, 
Gire place, make room,— of all our crew^ 
Be Baobo first, and let tbe train 
Follow soch a worthy twain. 

A VOICE. 

Which way thou ? 



vGooqIc 



A TRAGEDY. 213 



A VOICE. 

0*er Ilsenstein ! 
I saw the owl in her ivy nest. 
She made a paif of eyes ! 



A VOICE. 

Had'st best 
Hold on to hell in the pale moon-shine. 
You ride so fast ! 



A VOICE. 

But see! but see! 
In passing what she did to me ! 



WITCH CHORUS. 

The way is wide, the way is long, 
Lo! what a mad and merry throng! 
The fprk is sharp, the besom draws blood. 
The child is gasping, the mother, oh lud ! 
Clapping her hands — 



WIZARD SEMI-CHORUS I. 

We glide! we glide! 
Into the house like snails, when all 
The women are out, for sin and pride 
Are the thousand steps by which they fall 
From a wicked house. 
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SEMI-CHORUS II. 

The men, at one. 
Have to the same conclusions gone! 

VOICBS ABOVE. 

Come with us! come with us from Felsensee! 

VOICES BELOW. 

We gladly would your comrades be. 
We wash us, and our sinews oil. 
But vain and fruitless is the toil. 
We cannot reach you there ! 

BOTH CHORUSSES. 

Silence now usurps the air. 

Stars are shooting, the sad moon 

Yields at last to her despair. 

But many thousand sparks are strewn 

Through the darkness, as we take 

Our whizzing way o'er bruafc and brake. 

A VOICE BELOW. 

Stay ! oh stay ! • • 

VOICES ABOVE. 

Come away! 
Who is calling? who is left 
( In the rocks' primeval cleft ? 
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VOICE BELOW. 

Take me! take me! I have counted 
Full three hundred years of time. 
And have not even now surmounted 
This steep crag at which I climb. 

BOTH CH0RUS8ES. 

Besoms carry, branches carry. 
Come with us, and do not tarry! 
He who does not rise to-night 
Is a hope-deserted wight. 

A HALF WITCH BELOW. 

I am trudging on alone. 
My companions are before. 
Quietness at home was none. 
Here there is a worse uproar! 



WITCH CHORUS. 

Saws and salves give witches might. 
Any rag may be a sail. 
Any trough will do, to-night. 
For a ship, and they who fail 
To fly now never will, 

BOTH CHORUSSES. 

And when, and when, we have the hill. 
Right below us sink we down. 
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And in wizard-ilock alight 

On the heath floor's dusky brown. 

(The^ descend.) 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

What crushing, crowding, rushing, rattling. 
What pushing, pulling, bustling, battling. 
What flashing, sparkling3 stinking, burning, 
A true witch-element! be steady. 
If parted once there's no returning! 
Where are you? 

FAUST, at a distance. 
Here ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

What! gone already? 
I must exert authority, — ^give place! 
Young Voland comes: room> gentle people! room! 
Now, Doctor, hold by me, and, at a bound. 
Let us get clear of this unpleasant crowd — 
Too mad for me, and that is saying much. 
Yonder away, shines something with a quite 
Peculiar lustre, and I feel myself, 
I know not how, attracted to those bushes ; 
Let us slip thitherward at once. Come here ! 

FAUST. 

Spirit of contradiction ! — ^but proceed ! 
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It was a cleyer thing to wander out 
Into the Brocken on Walpurgis-night, 
Only to isolate yourself when there. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Observe ! that diverse-coloured flame ! there is 
A merry groupe collected there, and with 
A chosen few one cannot feel alone. 

PAUST. 

But I would rather go a little higher. 
For I perceive a flame and whirHng smoke. 
Where, towards Evil, as a central pointy 
The multitudes converge : the puzzling knots 
Of many riddles may be there untied. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

And many more be tied ! let the world rage. 
We will rest tranquil here. Within the great 
Each makes his little world : — ^I see young witches 
Naked, and old ones wisely well attired. 
Be pleasant for my sake, and be assured 
You shall have no occasion to regret it. 
I hear the sound of music ! horrid din ! 
We must get used to that. I am about 
To introduce you — a new bond of union 1— 
What say ydu^ Mend ? a small apartment this ! 
Take a long look ! you cannot see the end ! 
A hundred fires are burning in a row, — 

V 
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And tliey are dancing, drinking, cooking, makinglove; 
Now tell me, could the thing he hetter managed ? 

FAUST. 

Will you announce yourself, on going in. 
As devil or as sorcerer ? 

MEPHISITOPHELES. 

My custom 
, Has heen to keep a strict incognito. 
But, upon gala-days, one may produce 
One's orders, and although I have no rihhons. 
The cloven hoof is here in high esteem. 
Dost see that snail, who, with her feeling eyes. 
Creeping around, already makes me out? 
I could not, if I would, remain unknown. 
Now come and let us pass from fire to fire, 
' I am the wooer, you shall he the winner. 

( To some who are sitting round a heap of Simmering coals, J 

What are you seniors doing? would you not 
Be better mingling in the revelry? 
One has enough of solitude at home. 

GENERAL. 

In princes who shall put his trust. 
Do for them all that any may? 
With women and the people just 
The same,— we must to youth give way. 
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MINI8TBB. 

Men never were so mad as now. 
We are at Story's blackest page. 
The good old time for me ! I vow 
That was indeed a golden age. 

PABVBNU. 

We were not fools, although we did 
Sometimes what common sense forbids ; 
But things come round, and we have shown 
That we can have and hold our own. 

AUTHOR. 

Who now peruses works of deep 

And solid learning ? were the young 

Ever so apt to fall asleep 

When harps so sweet as mine were strung? 

MBPHISTOPHBLES, 
Who aU at onoe appears very old. 

For the last day the people are grown ripe ; 
I need not climb again the wizard hill. 
Indeed my cask runs muddy, and the wine 
Of universal life is on the lees. 

PEDLAR-WITCH. 

Stop, gentlemen ! and do not let so fair 

An opportunity escape ; observe ! 

How many of the choicest wares are here. 
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And yet no article in all my pack 
But may be matched on earth; but has indeed 
Itself done duty there. Here is no dagg^ 
That has not streamed with bloody no bowl finom which 
The hot and deadly poison has not flowed 
Into a healthy frame, — no ornament 
That has not been the price of virtue's shames- 
No sWord that has not severed sacred ties. 
Or stabbed a brsre oppcment in the back. 

MBPHIST0PHBLB8. 

Gkx>d lady! you misunderstand the times. 
Done, happened! happened, done! lay in a stock 
Of novelties, — they are the sole attracti^. > 

FA08T. 

May I remain mysdf ? — a fair indeed! 

MBI^ISTOPHELBB. 

The eddying concourse is now streaming upwards. 
You think that you impel, you are impelled. 

FAUST. 

But who is that? 

lfEPHISTOPH«.ES. 

Oh that is Lilith. 

PATJST. - 

Who? 
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MBPHISTOPHBLES. 

Adam's first wife. Be you upon your guard 
Against the fair hair — ^her sole ornament — 
Wherewith when she has caught a young man, not 
So quickly — ^if at all-— does she release him. 

FAUST. 

And here are two— «ui old woman and a girl 
Who have danced well ! 

MBPHISTOPHELBS. 

The night has no cessation. 
They are hoth up again :— come, let us join them. 
(Taust dances and sings wiih the girl^ MBPHi8T0PHin.ES wUh 
the eld woman,) 

"•^ PROCKTOPHANTASMIST. 

Vile rahble! what is this? have I^ot proved 
That spirits are incapable of standing 
On ordinary feet? and you — to dance ! 
Like other mortals ! 

OIBL. 

Why is he come here then? 

. FAUST, dancing. 
He must be always meddling, and a step. 
Not introduced by him, must not be counted ! 
Nothing so vexes him as going forward. 
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When he would haye you moving in a circle. 
As he does in hk old mill. 

PB0CKT0PHANTA8MI8T. 

YoustiUihetef 
This is unheard of impudence ! hut vanish ! 
We have enlightened you!*— this devil-fiy 
Is not amenahle to rule and reason!— 
For all our wisdom, Tegel h stHl haunted ;. 
How long have I heen sweeping — and that den 
Of superstition not yet clean ! unheard of! 

THE OIBL. 

Tease us no more ! 

PBOCKTOPHANTASMIST. 

I tell you to your faces 
I won't endure your insdence — 

(The dancing continues.) 

To-night 
My lahour wUl he lost, I find,— I may . 
Have more success hereafter. 

MBPHIST0PHELE8. 

He will squat 
In some green stagnant pool, aaid when the leeches 
Begin to stick, he will be cured of spixits^ 

(to Fornix foho kas $$eeded from ike dance.) 

Why leave your pretty partner? — she sang sweetly! 
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PAUST. 

But in the middle of her song there leaped 
A red mouse from her mouth. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What then? aQ right! 
Be it enough the mouse was not a grey one^ 
Who stands upon such trifles in his hours 
Of happiness is— 

FAUST. 

Then I saw — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Eh! what? 

FAUST. 

Mephisto, dost thou see a pale fair girl 
Standing alone^ far off? she drags herself 
But slowly from the place, she seems to move 
With fettered feet: I must confess I think 
She is like Margaret. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

* Let that alone^ 

No good can come of it, a mere phantasiha! 
A lifeless image, — an unreal shape, — 
And dangerous to meet: with marhle gaze. 
It makes man's hlood run thick and icy cold: 
It changes^ him to stone. You may have heard 
Of one Medusa. 
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PAU8T. 

Yes! her eyes indeed 
Are like the eyes of some poor corse that had 
No loving hand to close them. That the heart 
Which Oretta yielded me-^that the sweet form 
Which I enjoyed! 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

It is enchantment^ fool ! 
It wears to each the aspect of his love. 

FAUST. 

What transport and what woe! — I cannot tum^ 
I cannot look away. How strangely, see ! 
A blood-red streak encircles her white neck. 
Not broader than the sharp edge of a knife. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Quite right! I see it! she is fond of carrying 
Her head mider her arm, by way of change. 
Since Perseus cut it off for her. I wonder 
At your inveterate attachment to 
These idle dreams of yours:— come up the hill! 
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GLOOMY DAY. 

In the fields. 
PAU8T, MEPHISTOPHELES. 

FAUST. 

In misery! despairing} long a wretched wanderer on 
earthy and now a prisoner! she— innocent^ unhappy being 
— ^immured in a dungeon^-^^as a criminal — to be subjected 
to dreadful sufferings! even to that extremity! to that!- — 
and all this hast thou been concealing from me> thou false 
villanous Fiend !-^tand now, stand! roll thy demon-eyes 
in ftiry round and round l-^yes, let thy intolerable pre- 
sence be still before me, bidding me defiance !— a prisoner! 
in irremediable misery! — abandoned to evil spirits, and to 
iiie tender mercies of unfeeling, judging humanity! and 
me didst thou seek, meanwhile, to lull in vapid dissipation, 
concealing from me her increasing woes, and leaving her 
to perish in her helplessness! 

MEPHISTOPHfiLES. 

She will not be the first. 

PAUST. 

Dog! detestable monster I change him. Eternal Spirit' 
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change the worm into his dog-shape— -the shape in which 
he ran before me in the twilight — the shape in which he 
springs upon the harmless wayfarer, and pulls him to the 
ground! — ^not the first I alas! alas! by no human heart 
can it be conceived that more than one creature has sunk 
into this depth of woe ! or that the death-writhing agony 
of the first was not sufficient to atone for aU the rest in 
the sight of the Ever-Pardoning! — ^In me the marrow and 
the life are in strong tumult for the misery of this one, 
and thou — thou grinnest cold-bloodedly over the like fu- 
ture fate of thousands. 

MBPHISTOPHELBS. *- 

Our wits are round again at the starting-post, when 
those of you mortals are breaking down. Why seek fami- 
liar intercourse with us, if you cannot keep it up? wouldst 
fly, being subject to giddiness? did we force ourselves on 
thee— or didst thou force thyself on us? 

FAUST. 

Grind not thy ravening teeth so fiercely in my sight: — 
it is too horrible ! — Great and Good Spirit ! — ^thou who hast 
deigned to appear to me,— thou who knowest my heart 
and soul, why am I linked to this infamous associate, who 
gloats on injuries, and fattens on destruction? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Done yet? 
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FAUST. 

Save her! or woe to thee! — the direst curse rest upon 
thee for ever! 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I cannot break the chains of retribution^ nor undo the 
bars. SftYfiier! who plunged her into ruin? I or thjtaii- 
(Fatist looks wUdly) wouldst grasp the thunder? well 
that it was not given to you, miserable mortals! — ^for to 
dash in pieces whatever inoffensive objects are opposed to 
you is your truly tyrannical mode of giving vent to your 
passions in perplexity. 

FAUST. 

Take me to her! — ^she shall be free! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Think of thy danger! the guilt of bloodshed is upon 
th^ town, by the act of thy hand. — The avenging spirits, 
who lie in wait for the murderer's return, are now hover- 
ing over the death-place of the slain. 

FAUST. 

This — ^this from thee? — ^the death and downfal of a 
world be on thee, monster! — ^take me to her, I say, and 
set her free! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well, then I will take thee thither, and do what I can. 
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— <lo8t hear? am I omnipotent? — ^no!«— but I can cloud the 
senses of the keeper^ get thee the ke3r8^ and let thee with 
thy own hands lead her out The magic steeds shall be 
in waiting-— I engage to cany you 6^. I can do that ! 

FAUST. 

Up, and away! 
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NIGHT.— OPEN GROUND. 

FAUST, MEPHISTOPHELES, 

On, Hack horses^ at full speed. 

FAUST. 

What do they At the raven-stone? ^ 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

Know not what they cook^ and care not! 

FAUST. 

Waving up and waving down ! — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Witch-assembly! 

FAUST. 

Strewing! sprinkling! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Onward! on! 
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PRISON. 



FAUST, 
WUJk a Imnck o/hejf$ and a lamp, at tke irom door of a cell. 
A long unfelt emotion seizes me; 
The whole unhappiness of hmnan nature 
Is pressing on my heart. She is an inmate^ 
This moment^ of these damp and noisome cells^ 
And yet her crime was but a sweet delusion. 
You tremble to go to her! are afraid 
To look at her again! — ^forward! — this weak 
Irresolution brings death faster here. 

(Seize* the boH : singing tcOhin,) 

My mother, the sad one. 

Did me the hftrm. 

My father, the bad one. 

Eat me up warm! 

My sister, poor totem. 

Gathered my bones. 

And carefully brought *em 

Under the stones! 

Here, they are nice and cool. 

All day, and I — 

I am a beautiful 

Forest-bird, — fiy ! 
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Fly away! fly away! 
Fly away home! 

FAUST, opening the door. 
She does not know who listens, or who hears 
The clanking of her chains, and rustling straw: 

MABGARBT, 
Hiding herfouse in the straw of the dungeon. 

Woe! woe! they come ah, hitter death! 

FAUST, softly. 

Hush! hush! 
I come to free you. 

MABQABBT. 

Oh, if you are human. 
Have mercy on me! — spare me! 

FAUST. 

Be but calm. 
You will awake the keepers ! 

(Takes hold of the chains^ to undo them.) 

MABOARET, rising on her knees. 

Hangman! who 

Gave you power over me? 

You drag me out at midnight — ^pity me. 

And let me live! 

Will morning not be soon enough? 

(She mes.) 
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And I am still so yoong! soi young! 

And must I die? 

Fair^too! — and that, they tell me, was the cause 

Of my xmdoing! near me was my love. 

Now he is far away! 

My garland lies all torn, and its flowers 

Are scattered every where! 

Grasp me not so roughly! spare me! what^ 

What have I doue to you? 

Let me not ask in vain,^^-4n all my days 

I never saw you! — ^never! 

FAUST. 

Misery ! — 
Can I outlive it? — 

MARGARET. 

I am in your power, 
Let me first suckle my poor habe — ^all night 
I held it to my heart; they took it from me. 
And said I killed it. I can never more 
Be happy — ^no ! no! — ^they are singing songs 
About me in the streets, — ^it is too bad! 
An old tale ends so, but who bid. them tell? 

FAUST, 
Throws himself down be/ore her. 

Your tme love to your feet is flown 
To loose the cruel bands. ^ 
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MAROABET^ 
T^ArofTw^ hend/heaide him. 

Let us kneel down together, and entreat 

The succour of the blessed saints, but see ! 

Under the threshold! 

Hell is boiling! — ^there! 

The Evil One, 

With savage fury rises. 

Yelling aloud ! 

FAUST, loudly, 
Gretta! Gretta! 

MABOARET, listening. 

Yes! — ^it was his voice! 

(Slie starts up: the chains fall off.) 
Where is he? — ^he was calling! — I am free! 
No one shall hinder me. I will fly quickly 
Into his arms, and lie upon his breast. 
For he called Gretta! — ^he was at the threshold! 
And in the midst — above the din of hell, 
Above the fiendish and terrific sound 
Of mockery and rage — I knew the sweet 
And loving accents of his voice. 

FAUST. 

'Tis I ! 

MARGARET. 

Thou! thou! — say it once again! 

(Embracing him.) 
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'Tis be ! 'tis he ! whefe arc my sorrows now? 

The anguish of the prison f-^-of the chains? 

He comes at last — ^to save ine— I am saved! 

That is the street 

In which I saw you first! 

And the bright garden where we waited for you. 

Myself and Martha — ^you remember it ? 

FAUST, 
Trying to take her out. 

Come with me now! come with me! 

MABGARET. 

Wait! 
Since you are here, it is so pleasant here! 

(Fondlp caressing kim.J 
FAUST. 

Haste ! if you do not haste! 
We shall pay dearly ^ 

MARGARET* 

How ? no longer Idss me ! 
So lately parted, and forgot to kiss ! 
Why do I now feel wretched while I cling 
About your neck — when formerly each look. 
Each word of yours came over me like heaven? 
You used to kiss me then, as if you had 
A mind to smother nie. 
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Kiss me! 

Or I kiss thee ! 

(Embraces him.) 

Alas ! your lips are cold ! are sileiit now! 
Where have you left your love ? 
Who hroke it off hetween us ? 

(She turns away.) 

PAU8T. 
Come! follow me! take courage! I embrace you, 
I press you to my heart — my heart still beating 
With passion thousandfold — ^but come now! come! 

MABOARET, ttsTfiin^ to him. 
And is it you? — and is it you indeed? 

FAUST. 

Yes! come! 

MABGARET. 

You have removed my fetters, 
You take me to your heart again. But hush ! 
How comes it that you do not shrink from nie? 
And do you know whom you are letting out? 

FAUST. 

Come! come! night's deeper shades are wearing off. 

MARGARET. 

I have killed my mother ! 
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I have drowned my child- 
Was it not given to us 1 to you and me? 
You — is it you! I hardly can helieve it. 
Give me your hand! — ^indeed — it is no dream! 
Your dear, dear hand! — ^but, what is tiiis? so damp! 
Rub off the dampness! do you know I think 
There's blood upon it. God! 
What have you done? — I pray. 
For mercy, sheathe your sword ! 

, FAUST. 

What has been, has been; — me you are destroying. 

MABOARBT. 

No! no! you must remain! I will describe 

The graves — ^for you must see to them to-morrow — 

I' the morning — early! — ^you will give my mother 

The best place — lay my brother at her side— 

Me somewhat farther off. 

But not too far! 

On my right breast the little one. 

None else shall be beside me! 

To nestle at your side was sweet — ^was perfect bliss. 

That cannot be again; — I feel 

As if it were an effort to embrace you. 

As if you pushed me back; — and yet you i 

You look so good and kind. 

FAUST. 

You know it— come! 
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MARGARET. 

Out? that way? 

FAUST. 

Yes! — Uf the free open air. 

MARGARET. 

Lies the grave that way? is Death waiting? Come! 
From this place to the final resting-place. 

And no step farther 

Art going out? — ^ah, Henry, if I too— 

PAUST. 

You may! if you but will! the door is open, 

MARGARET. 

I dare not go ; for me there is no. hope. 

What is the use of flight?— ^are they not watching? 

And it would be so terrible to beg, 

And with an evil conscience! 

So terrible to wander in strange lands ; 

And they would seize me! 

FAUST. 

I remain beside you. 

MARGARET. 

Quick! quick! 
Save the poor child. 
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Run! fast! and keep the way 

Up by the water-side. 

Over the bridge. 

Into the wood. 

Left hand where the plank is, 

Straight to the pond! 

Seize it! — ^make haste! 

It seeks to rise! 

It struggles still ! 

Save it! save it! 



FAUST. 

Think for one moment! — ^but a single step 
And you are free! 



MARGARET. 

Were we once past the hiU ! 
But she is sitting there — upon a stone — 
My mother — how my brain is growing cold! 
There sits my mother. 
Upon a stone, 
Rockiilg her head ; 

She will not look at me-^«he will not nod. 
Her head is heavy and sore. 
She slept so long, she wakes no more. 
Oh God! oh God! 
She slept that we might take 
Our pleasure — those were merry times! 
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FAUST, * 

Trying to force Iter atoay. 

Since all entreaties are in vain 

MABGARET. 

No! no! 
Let me alone! no violence! you shall not 
So murderously seize me, — I have done 
All willingly already 

FAUST. 

The day dawns. 
My love! my love! 

MARGARET. 

Day? — ^yes, it will be day; 
The last day presses hitherward, to be 
My marriage-day! but, hist! 
Tell none you were with Margaret: — ^alas! 
My garland! 
It is all over now. 
We meet again, — ^but not. 
Not in the dance! 

The crowd increases — ^nothing can be heard. 
The open space, the streets. 
Cannot contain them all ! 
The bell begins to toll! — ^the wand is broken! 
They bind, they hold me down ! 
They hurry me fdong 
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To the dark chair of hlood I I 

The sharp-edged steel is flashings and each neck 
Quivers as mine must do! — ^the world 
Lies silent as the grave! 

FAUST. 

Tha^ I had not been bom ! 

MEPHISTOPH^ELES appears at the entrance. 
Up! or you're lost! what useless hesitation! 
Weak shilly shally! — ^Day begins to break. 
My horses shudder. 



MABOABBT. 

What rises from below? 'tis he! 

Send him away! in this most holy place 

What can he want?-;— ilfc' miserable me! 

FAUST. 

You are to live. 



MABOABBT. 

I am henceforward thine. 
Judgement of God ! — 

MBPHISTOPHELBS^ tO FaUfL 

Come! or I leave yoii with her in the lurch. 
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MARGARET. 

Thine am I Father! — ^save me! — ^and, ye Angels, 
Advance, and range your heavenly cohorts ramid ! 
Henry! for thee I shudder — 

MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

She is judged ! 

VOICE /rom ahove. 
Is saved! 

MBPHlStOPHELES^ tO Favst. 

Hither to me ! 

\ ( Vanishes with Faust.) 

VOICE 
From within^ dying away. 

Henry! Henry! 



THE END. 
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